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T HE common popular ſongs and national 
muſic, as they form a favourite entertain- 
ment of the Gay and the Chearful, ſeem like-- 
wiſe to merit ſome regard from the Speculative: 
and Refined, in fo far as they exhibit natural and 
ftriking traits of the character, genius, taſte and 
purſuits of the people. And:trivial as his idea 
of a ſong may be, the ſtateſman has often felt 
this paultry engine affecting the machine of go- 
vernment; and thoſe who are verſant in hiſtory 
can produce inſtances of popular ſongs and bal- 
lads having been rendered ſubſervient to great 
revolutions both in church and ſtate. 


Every nation, at leaſt every ancient and un- 
mixed nation, hath its peculiar ſtyle of muficab 
expreſſion, its peculiar mode of melody; modu- 
lated by the jomt influence of climate and govern-- 
ment, character and ſituation, as well as hy the: 
formation of the organs. Thus cach of the 
fates of ancient Greece had its characteriſtic ſtyle 
of muſic, the Doric, the Phrygian, the Lydian 
mood, &c. and thus the moderns have their di- 
ſtinct national ſty les, the Italian, the Spaniſh, the 
Iriſh, and the Scottiſſfi. That predilection ſo na- 
tural for every production of one's on country, 
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together with the force of habit, a certain enthu- 
ſiaſm attendant on muſic, and perhaps ſometimes 
the principle of aſſociation, whereby other agree- 
able ideas are mingled and always called up to the 
mind together with the muſical air, has ever in- 
duced people to prefer their own national muſic to 
that of all others: and we are ſeldom at a loſs for 
arguments in ſupport of this real or fancied pre- 
eminence. Strongly biaſſed, however, as our 
judgments muſt be by the powerful prejudices 
mentioned above, it would ſeem that the queſtion 
concerning the comparative merit of the reſpec- 
tive ſtyles of national melody is a queſtion of 
much difficulty and little importance. 


The Scots yield to none of their neighbours in 
a paſſionate attachment to their native muſic; in 
which, to ſay the truth, they ſeem to be juſtified 
by the unbiaſſed ſuffrage of foreigners of the beſt 
taſte, who have often candidly allowed it a pre- 
ference to their own. Many ingenious reaſons 
have been aſſigned for a diſtinction ſo agreeable, 
chiefly drawn from the romantic face of the coun- 
try, and the vacant, paſtoral life of a great part 
of its inhabitants ; circumſtances, no doubt, meh 
favourable to poetry and ſong. 


But the * of theſe little volumes will not 
hazard a diſquiſition on this delicate ſubject, ſatiſ. 
ned that it is not in his power to do it juſtice, and 
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conſcious of ſtrong prepoſſeſſions. In general, it 
may be permitted him to obferve, that the merit- 
both of the poetry and the muſic of the Scots 
ſongs is undoubtedly great; and that the peculiar: 
ſpirit and genius of each is ſs admirably adapted 
to each other, as to produce, when conjoined, the 
moſt enchanting effect on every lover of nature 
and unaffected ſunplicity. For the characteriſti- 
cal excellence of both, he apprehends, is nearly 
the ſame, to wit, a. forcible and pathetic ſimpli- 
city, which at once lays ſtrong hold on the affec- 
tions; ſo that the heart itſelf may be conſidered 
as an inſtrument, which the bard or minſtrel har- 
monizes, touching all its ſtrings in the moſt deli- 
cate and maſterly.manner! Such is the character 
of the pathetic and ſentimental ſongs of Scotland, 
which may wit? truth be termed, the poetry and 
the muſic of the heart. There is another ſpecies; 
to wit, the humorous and comic, no leſs admirable 
for genuine humour, ſprightly naivete, pictureſque 
language, and ftriking paintings of low life and 
comic characters; the muſic whereof is ſo well 
adapted to the ſentiment, that any perſon of a 
tolerable ear upon hearing it, feels a difficulty wi 


reſtraining a ſtrong prapenſity to dance, 


But perhaps too much has been already ſaid on 
the ſubje& of theſe volumes. The Editor thall 
anticipate the cenſure of the fevere, by confeſſing 
them a work. of 4ight importance, which hath p6 
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higher aim than mere amuſement. To magnify, 
therefore, the importance of the publication by 
pompous encomiums would juſtly ſubject him to 


- ridicule. 


It ſeems proper, however, in this place, to give: 

ſome account of the conduct and arrangement of 
this collection. It is divided into three parts. 
The firſt is compoſed of all the Scottiſh ancient: 
and modern Heroic Ballads or Epic Tales, together 
with ſome beautiful fragments of this kind. Ma- 
ny of theſe are recovered from tradition or old: 
MSS. and never before appeared in print. The- 
fecond part conſiſts of all the Sentimental, Paſto- 
ral and Love Songs; and the third is a collection, 
of Comie, Humorous, and Jovial tongs. In theſe 
two laſt, as in the finſt part, wilt be found a num- 
ber of ſongs to favourite Scattiſh airs, not hither- 
to publiſhed; and many ſtanzas and- paſſages re- 
ſtored and corrected by collating various ver- 
Kons. 


The Editor hatli not attempted to reduce the 
language to the orthography of the times in 
which the ſeveral pieces may be ſuppoſed to hava 
been written. This was a taſk for which he 
found himielf unqualified ; and which appeared 
the leſs neceſſary, as the collection was not in- 
tended to be confined to the critical antiquarian, 
but devoted to the amuſement of the. public at 
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large. Of many of the ſongs in theſe volumes 
the chief merit will be found to conſiſt in the 

muſical air, while the poetry may appear much 
below mediocrity. For this the Editor has no 
other apology to offer, than that theſe were the 

only words exiſting to the tunes in queſtion, the 
original words which gave riſe to theſe tunes be- 
ing irrecoverably loſt. There are, however, 
many of theſe adopted words to ancient tunes 
which are by no means liable to this cenſure, be- 
ing compoſed by eminent modern Scots poets ; - 
and the claſſical reader may eaſily ſubſtitute more. 


The favourable reception of the firſt edition of - 
this collection, and the frequent demands for it 

ſince it has become ſcarce, encouraged the Editor 
to extend and arrange it in the form which it now |. 
wears. The reader will find here all the ſongs : 
contained in the former edition, with the addition 
of nearly an equal number. In fine, the Edi- 
tor hath attempted to compile a more compleat 
and better arranged collection of Scottiſh ſongs 
than any hitherto publiſhed : with what ſucceſs, 
the candid public will determine, | 
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GIL MoRRICE®, 


: IL MORRICE was an erle's fon, ” 
8 His name it waxed wide: 


It was nae for his great riches, 
Nor zet his meikle pride; 
Bot it was for a lady gay, 
That livd on Carron ſide. 
Quhair ſall I get a bonny boy, 
That will win hoes and ſhoen; 
That will gae to Lord BARNARDS ha), 
And bid his lady cum? 
And ze maun rin errand, W1LLI1E, 
And ze maun rin wi' pride; 
Quhen other boys gae on their foot, 
On horſe-back ze ſall ride. 
Oh no! oh no! my maſter dear ! 
I dar nae for my life; 
I'll no gae to the bauld barons, 
For to trieſt furth his wife. 


® On this ballad the Tragedy of Dove As is founded, 
Vo“. I. A | 
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My bird WILLI, my boy WILLIE; 
My dear W1LL1E, he ſayd: 
Ho can ze ſtrive againſt the ſtream ? 

; For I ſhall be obey'd. 


Bot, O my maſter dear! he cry'd, 

T In grene wod ze're zour lain; 

Gi owre ſic thochts, I wald ze rede, 
For fear ze ſhould be tain. 

Haſte, haſte, I ſay, gae to the ha', 
Bid hir cum here wi' ſpeid : 

If ze refuſe my high command, 
I'll gar zour body bleid. 


Gae bid hir tak this gay mantel, 
'Tis a' gowd but the hem; 

Bid hir cum to the gude grene wode, 
And bring nane bot hir lain: 

And there it is, a ſilken ſarke, 
Hir ain hand ſewd the ſieve; 

And bid hir come to GIL MoRRICE, 

Speir nae bauld barons leave. 

Yes, I will gae zour black errand, 
Though it be to zour coſt; | 

Sen ze by me will nae be warn'd, 
In it ze ſall find froſt. 

The baron he's a man of might, 

He neir could bide to taunt, 

As ze will ſee before its night, 
How ſma' ze hae to vaunt, 


And ſen I maun zour errand rin 
dae fair againſt my will, 
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I'ſe mak a vow and keip it trow, 
It fall be done for ill. 

And quhen he came to Broken brigue, 
He bent his bow and ſwam ; 


And when he came to graſs growing, 
Set down his feet and ran. 


And when he came to BARNARDS ha', 
Would neither chap nor ca”; 

Bot ſet his bent bow to his brieſt, 
And lightly lap the wa?. 

He wad nae tell the man his errand, 
Though he ſtude at the gait ; 

Bot ſtraight into the ha' he cam, 
Quhair they were ſet at meit. - 


Hail! hail ! my gentle fire and dame! 
My meſlage winna waite ; 

Dame, ze maun to the gude grene wod 
Before that it be late. 

Ze're bidden tack this gay mantel, 
Tis a' gowd bot the hein: 

Zoy man gae to the gude green wode, 
Ev*n by yourſel alane. | 


And there it is, a ſilken ſarke, 
Your ain hand ſewd the ſleive; 
Ze maun gae ſpeik to GIL MORRICE ; 
Speir nae bauld barons leive. | 
The lady ſtamped wi' hir foot, 
And winked wr her ee; 
Bot a' that ſhe cou'd ſay or do, 
Forbidden he wad nae bee, 
A 2 
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Its ſurely to my bowr- woman; 
It neir could be to me. 

I brought ĩt to Lord BARNARDs lady z 
I tro that ze be ſhe. 

Then up and fpack the wylie nurſe, 
(The bairn upon her knee), 


If it be cum from GIL MOoRRICE, 


Its dear welcum to mee. 


Ze leid, ze leid, ye filthy nurſe, 
Sae loud's I heire ze lee; 

I brought it to Lord BARNARDS lady; 
I trow ze be nae ſhee. 


Then up and ſpack the bauld baron, 
An angry man was hee ; 

He's tain the table wi his foot, 
Sae has he wi' his knee; 

Till filver cup and ezar diſh 
In flinders he gard flee. 


Cae bring a robe of zour cliding, 
That hings upon the pin; 

And 1'll gae to the gude grene wade, 
And ſpeik wi” zour lemman, . 

O bide at hame, now Lord BAKNARD, 

I warde ze bide at hame ; 

Neir wyte a man for violence, 
That neir wyte ze wi' nane. 


GIL MoRRiCE fat in gude grene wade, 
He whiſtled and he ſang : 

O what means a' the folk.coming ? 

My mother tarries lang. 
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His hair was like the threds of gold, 
Drawn from M1NERVAS loome: 

His lips like roſes drapping dew, 
His breath was a perfume. 

His brow was like the mountain ſna 
Gilt by the morning beam ; 

His cheiks like living roſes glow : 

His een like azure ſtream. 

The boy was clad in robes of grene, 
Sweet as the infant ſpring : | 

And like the Mavis on the buſh, 
He gart the vallies ring. 

The baron came to the grene wode, 
Wi muckle dule and care, 

And there he firſt ſpied GIL MoRRICEg 
Kaiming his zellow hair, 

That ſweetly waved round his face, 
That face beyond compare : 

He ſang ſae ſweet it might diſpel 
A rage but fell diſpair. 

Nae wonder, nae wonder, GIL MoRRICE; 
My lady loed thee weel : 

The faireſt part of my body 
Is blacker than thy heel. 

Zet neir-the-leſs now, GIL MORRiICE, 
For a' thy great bewty, 

Ze's rew the day ze eir was born; 3 
That head ſall gae wi' me. 

Now he has drawn his truſty brand, 

And Qlaited on the ſtrae | bd. B64 4 : 
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And thro! G11 MoRRICE' fair body | | | 
He's gard cauld iron gae. | 
And he has tain GIL MoRRICE? head, = 
And ſet it on a ſpeir : | f 
The meaneſt man in a' his train . 
Has gotten that head to bear. g 
And he has tain GIL MoRRICE up, 
Laid him acrofs his ſteid, | 
And brought him to his painted bowr, = 
And laid him on a bed, | 
The lady ſat on caſtil wa?, 
Beheld baith dale and doun ; 
And there ſhe ſaw G1L MORRICE” head 
Cum trailing to the toun. 


Far better I loe that bluidy head, 

Bot and that zellow hair, 
Than Lord BARN ARD and a” his lands, 

As they lig here and thair. 

And ſhe has tain hir GIL MoRRICE,. 

And kiſs'd baith mouth and chin: 

I was ance as fow of GIL Mo RRICB 
As the hip is o' the ſtean. 

I got ze in my father's houſe, 
Wi' mickle fin and ſhame ; 

I brocht ze up in gude grene wode, 
Under the heavy ram: 

Ofc have I by thy craddle ſitten, 
And fondly ſeen thee ſleip; 

Bot now I gae about thy grave, 
The ſaut tears for to weip, 
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And ſyne ſhe kiſs'd his bluidy cheik, 
And ſyne his bluidy chin : 

O better I loe my GIL MoRRICE 
Than a' my kith and kin! 

Away, away, ze ill woman, 
And an ill deith mait ze dee : 

Gin I had kend he'd been zour ſon, 

_ He'd neir been lain for mee. 


Obraid me not, my Lord BARN ARD: 
Obraid me not for ſhame ! 
Wi that ſame ſpeir O pierce my heart! 
And put me out o pain. 
Since naething but GIL MoRRICE head 
Thy jealous rage could quell, 
Let that ſaim hand now tack hir life, 
| That neir to thee did ill. 
To me nae after days nor nichts 
Will eir be ſaft or kind; 
Jl fill the air with heavy ſighs, 
And greet till I am blind. 
Enouch of blude by me's bin ſpilt, 
Seek not zour death frae mee; 
I rather lourd it had been my ſel 
Than eather him or thee. 


With waefo wae I hear zonr plaint; 
Sair, fair I rew the deid, 
That eir this curſed hand of mine 
Had gard his body bleid. 
Dry up zour tears, my winſom 
Ze neer can heal the wound 


* . 
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Ze ſee his head upon the ſpeir, 
His heart's blude on the ground. : 
I curſe the hand that did the deid, 
The heart that thocht the ill; 
The feet that bore me wi' ſic ſpeid, 
The comely zouth to kill. 
I'll ay lament for GIL MoRRICE, 
As gin he were my ain; 
I' neir forget the driery day 
On which the zouth was ſlain. 
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EDO M of GOR DOS. 


T fell about the Martinmas, 


Qnhen the wind blew ſchrill and cauld, 


Said EON o' Gordon to his men, 
We maun draw to a hauld : 


And what a hauld ſall we draw to, 
My mirry men and me ? 

We waul gae to the houſe o the Rhodesz 
To ſee that fair ladie. 


The ladie {tude on her caſtle wa”, 
Beheld baith dale and down ; 

There ſhe was ware of a hoſt of men 
Cum ryding towards the toun. 


O ſee ze not, my mirry men a'? 
O ſee ze not quhat I ſee ? 
Methinks I ſee a hoſt of men: 
I merveil quhat they be. 


She weend it had been hir luvely lord, 
As he came riding hame ; 
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It was the traitor E o o' Gordon, 
Quha reckt nae ſin nor ſhame. 


She had nae ſooner buſkit herſel, 
And putten on hir goun, 

Till EdoM o' Cordon and his men 
Were round about the toun. 


They had nae ſooner ſupper ſett, 
Nae ſooner ſaid the grace, 

Till Eoou o' Gordon and his men 
Were light about the place. 


The lady ran up to hir towir head, 
Sae faſt as ſhe conld drie, 

To ſee if by hir fair ſpeeches 
She could wi? him agree. 


But quhan he ſee this lady ſaif # 
And hir yates all locked faſt, 

He fell into a rage of wrath, 
And his hart was all aghaſt. 


Cum down to me, ze lady gay, 
Cum doun, cum doun to me: 

This night fall ye lig within mine arms, 
To-morrow my bride ſall be. 

I winnae cum donn, ze fals GoxDoN, 
I winnae cum doun to thee ; 

I winnae forſake my ain dear lord, 
That is ſae far frae me. 


Give owre zour houſe, ze lady fair, 
Give owre zour houſe to me, 

Or I fall brenn yourſel therein, 
Bot and zour babies three. 


Jo SCOTS SONGS, 
Exc 
I winnae give owre, ze fals GoRDoON, 
To nae fic traitor as zee; 
And if ze brenn my ain dear babes, 

My lord ſall make ze drie. 


But reach my piſtol, Gl avp, my man, 
And charge ze weil my gun : 

For, but if I pierce that bluidy butcher, 
My babes we been undone. 


She ſtude upon hir caſtle wa, 
And let twa bullets flee : 
She miſt that bluidy butchers hart, 
And only raz'd his knee. 


Set fire to the houſe, quo? fals GoRDoN, 
All wood wi' dule and ire: 

Fals lady, ze fall rue this deid, 
As ye brenn in the fire. 


Wae worth, wae worth ze, Jock my man, 
I paid ze weil zour fee; 

Quhy pow ze out the ground: wa ſtane, 
Lets in the reek to me? 


And een wae worth ze, Jock my man, 
I paid ze weil zour hire: 

Quhy pow ze out the ground-wa ſtane, 
To me lets in the fire? 


Ze paid me weil my hire, Lady; 
Ze paid me weil my fee: 

But now Ime E DOM o' Gordons man, 
Maun either doe or die. 


O than beſpack hir little ſon, 
Sate on the nourice' knee: 


Sa 
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Says, Mither dear, gi owre this houſe, 
For the reek it ſinithers me. 


I wad gie a' my gowd, my childe, 
Sae wad I a' my fee, ; 

For ane blaſt o' the weſtlin wind, 
To blaw the reek frae thee. 


O then beſpack hir dochtir dear, 
She was baith jimp and ſina: 

O row me in a pair o' ſheits, 
And tow me owre the wa. 


They rowd hir in a pair o' ſheits, 
And towd her owre the wa: 
But on the point of GorDoN's ſpeir, 
She gat a deadly fa. 


O bonnie bonnie was her mouth, 
And cherry wer hir cheiks, 

And clear clear was hir zellow hair, 
Whereon the reid bluid dreips. 


Then wi' his ſpear he turn'd hir owre, 
O gin her face was wan! 

He ſaid, Ze are the firſt that eir 
I wiſht alive again. 


He turn'd her owre and awre again, 
0 gin her ſkin was whyte ! 

J might ha ſpared that bonny face 
To hae been ſum mans delyte. 


Buſk and boun, my merry men a', 
For ill dooms I do gueſs; 

I cannae luik in that bonnie face, 
As it lyes on the grabs, 
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Thame luiks to freits, my maſter deir, 
Then freits will follow thame : 

Let it neir be ſaid brave ED OM o' Gordon 
Was daunted by a dame. 


But quhen the ladye ſee the fire 
Cum flaming owre hir head, 

She wept and kiſt hir children twain, 

* . Sayd, Bairns, we been but dead. 

The GoRDoxN then his bougill blew, 
And ſaid, Awa', awa'; 

This houſe o the Rhodes is a? in flame, 
I hauld it time to ga?. 


5 o then beſpied hir ain dear lord, 


As he cam owre the lee; 
He fied his caſtle all in blaze, 
Sae far as he could ſee, 


Then ſair, O ſair his mind miſgave, 
And all his hart was wae: 


Put on, put on, my wighty men, 
Sae faſt as ze can gae; 


Put on, put on, my wighty men, 
Sae faſt as ze can drie; 

For he that is hindmoſt of the thrang; 
Sall neir get guide o' me. 

Than ſum they rade, and ſum they rin, 
Fou fait out-owre the bent; 

But eir the foremoſt could get up, 
Baith lady and babes were breat. 


He wrang his hands, he rent his hair, 
And wept in teenefu' muid 
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O traitors, for this cruel deid 
Ze ſall weip teirs o' bluid. 


And after the GoRDON he is gane, 
Sae faſt as he micht drie ; 

And ſoon i' the GoR DO 's foul hartis bluid, 
He's wroken his dear ladie. 


* — 
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JouxlE ARMSTRANG, 


8 ſpeiks of lords, ſum ſpeiks of lairds, 
And ſicklike men of hie degrie; 

Of a gentleman I ſing a ſang, 
Sumtyme cal'd Laird of Gilnockle, 

The king he wrytes a luving letter 
WY his ain hand ae tenderlie, 

And he hath ſent- it to Jo HN Y ARMSTRANG, 
To cum and ſpeik with him ſpeedily. 


The EL.L1IOoTsS and ARMSTRANGS did convene z 
They were a gallant companie : 
We'll ryde and meit our lawfull king, 
And bring him ſafe to Gilnockie. 
Make kinnen ahd capon ready then, 
And veniſon in great plentie; 
We'll welcum hame our royal king, 
I hope he'll dyne at Gilnockie. 


They ran their horſe on the Langum Hawn, 
And brake their ſpeirs with meikle main; 

The ladys lukit frae their loft windows, 
God bring our men weil back again. 
Vol. I. B 
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QuhenJonxy came before the King, 
With all his men ſae brave to ſee, 

The King he movit his bonnet to him, 

He weind he was a king as well as he. 


May I find grace, my ſovereign Liege, 
Grace for my loyal men and me, 

For my name it is JonNIE ARMSTRANCG, 
And ſubje& of zours, my Liege, ſaid he. 


Away, away, thou traytor ſtrang, 
* Out of my ſicſit thou mayſt ſune be, 
I grantit nevir a traytor®s lyfe, 

And now Dl not begin with thee. 


Grant me my lyfe, my Liege, my King, 
And a boany gift I will gi” to thee, 

Full four-and-twenty milk-whyt ſteids, 
Were a' foald in a zeir to me. 

I'll gie thee all theſe milk-whyt ſteids, 
That prance and nicher at a ſpeir, 

With as meikle gude Inglis gilt, | 
As four of their braid backs dow beir. 


Away, away, thou traytor, etc. 


Grant me my life, my Liege, my King, 
And a bonny gift I'll gie to thee, 
Gude four-and-twenty ganging mills, 
That gang throw a” the zeir to me. 
Theſe four-and-twenty mills complete, 
Sall gang for thee throw a' the zeir, 
And as meikle of gude reid quheit, 
As all thair happers dow to beir. 
Away, away, thou traytor, etc. 
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Grant me my lyfe, my Liege, my King, 
And a great gift I'll gie to thee, 
Bauld four- and- twenty ſiſters ſons, 
Sall for thee fecht tho? a' ſould flee. ; 


* 


Away, away, thou traytor, etc. 


Grant me my lyfe, my Liege, my King, 
And a brave gift I It gie to thee; 
All between heir and Newcaſtle, town, 

Sall pay thair zeirly rent to thee. 


Away, away, thou traytor, etc. 


Ze lied, ze lied now, King, he ſays, 
Althockt a King and prince ze be; 
For I luid naithing in all my lyſe, 
I dare well ſay it, but honeſty : 
But a fat horſe and a fair woman, 
Twa bonny dogs to kill a deir ; 
But Ingland ſuld haif fund me meil and mat; 
Cif I hed livd. this hundred zeir. k 


Scho ſuld haif fund me meal and malt, 
And beef and mutton in all plentie ; 

But neir a Scots wyfe coud haif ſaid, 
That eir I ſkaithd her a pure lie. 

To ſeik het water beneath cauld yce, 
Surely it is a great folie; 

I haif aſked grace at a graceleſs face, 

But there is nane for my men and me. 


But had I kend or I cam frae hame, 
How thou unkind wadſt bene to me, 
I wad haif kept the border -. yde, 
In ſpyte of all thy force and thee, 
B 2 
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Wit Ingland's king that I was tano, 
O gin a blyth man wad he be; 
For ance I flew his ſiſters ſon, 
And on his brieſt-bane brak a trie. 


Jon wore a girdle abut his middle, 

Imbroidred owre with burning gold,. 

Beſpangled with the ſame mettle, 
Maiſt bewtiful was to behold. 

Ther hang nine targats at Jo NIE Ss hat, 
And ilka ane worth thrie hundred pound: 

What wants that knave that a King ſuld have, 

. But the fword of honour and the crown. 


O quhar got thou tlitfe targats, Jo HN IR, 
That blink ſae brawly ebune thy brie ! 
I gat them in the fild fechting 
Quher, cruel King, thou durſt not be. 


Had I my horſe and my harneſs gude, 
And rydimg as I wont to be, 
It ſuld haif bene tald this hundred zeir, 
'The meiting of my king and me. 


_ Gail be wi? thee, KI RS, my brither, 
Lang live thou Laird of Mangertoun ; 
Lang mayeſt thon dwelt on the border-ſyde, 
Or thou ſe thy brither ryde up and doun: 
And God he wi' thee, KiRsSTY, my fon, 
Quhair thou fits on thy nurſes nee; 
But and thou live this hundred zeir, 
Thy fathers better thoult never be. 


Farweil, my bonny Zihnockhall, 

Quhair on Eſł ſyde thou ſ:andeſt ſtout: 
Gif I had lieved but ſeven zeirs mair, 

I wuld haif gilt thee round about. 
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Jon murdred was at Carlinrigg, 
And all his gallant companie; 

But Scotland's heart was neir ſo wae,, 
To ſee ſae mony brave men die. 


Becauſe they ſavd their couiſtry deir 
Frae Iuglilhmen ; nane were ſae bald, 
Quhyle Jon NH livd on the border-ſyde, 
Nane of them durſt cum neir his hald. 


Young WATERS. 


BOUT Zule, quhen the wind blew cule, 
And the round tables began, 
A'] ther is cum to our king's curt 
Mony a well-favourd man: 


The Quein luikt owre the caſtle wa, 
Beheld baith dale and down, 

And then ſhe ſaw zoung WATERS 
Cum ryding to the town. 


His footmen they did rin before, 
His horſemen-rade behind, 

And mantel of the burning gowd 
Did keip him frae the wind. 
Goyden graith'd his horſe before, 

And filler ſhod behind; 


The horſe zoung WATERS rade upon 
Was fleeter than the wind. 


But then ſpeck a wylie lord, 
Unto the Queen ſaid he, 
5 Z 
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© tell-me quha's the faireſt face - 
| Rides in the companie ? 2 
Pe ſeen lord, and I've ſeen laird, 7 
And knights of high degree; 

Bot a fairer face than zoung WAT ERS. f C 
15 Out tlien ſpack the jealous King, 7 
XX (And an angry man was he), 
8 O ir he had been twice as fair; 

Zou might have excepted me. 


Zou're neither laird nor lord, ſhe ſays, 
Bot the King that wears the crown ;- 
Ther is not a knight in fair Scotland 
But to thee mann bow down. 


For a' that ſhe coud do or ſay, 
Appeas'd he wadnae be; 

Bot for the words which ſhe had ſaid;. 1 
Zoung WAT ERS he maun die. 
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They hae taen zoung WATERS, and 
Put fetters on his feet; 

They hae taen zoung W A TERS, and 
Throvm him in dungeon deep. 


Aft J have ridden thru Stirling towne- 
In the wind bot and. the weit, 
Bot I neir rade thru Stirling towne 
WY” fetters at my feit. 


Aft I have ridden thru Stirling towne- 
In the wind bot and the rain, 
Bet I neir rade thru Stirling towne. 
Neir to return again. * 
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They liae taen to the heiding Hill 

His zoung ſor in his craddle, 

And they hae taen to the heiding hill 
His horſe bot and his ſaddle: 


They hae taen to the heiding- hill: Ee 

His lady fair to fee. | " 3 
And for the words the Queen had ſpoke, 

Zoung WATERS he did dee. 


WR | — = — — 
Bonny BAC ARA ALLAN. 


T was in and about the Martinmas time, 

| When the green leaves were a falling, 
That Sir JouN GRAME in the welt countrie- 

Fell in love with BARBARA ALL AN. 


He ſent his man down thro” the town, 
To the place where ſhe was dwelling : 
© haſte and cum to my maſter dear, 
Om ye be BARBARA ALL AN. . 


© hooly, hooly roſe ſhe up, 
| Teo the place where he was lying, 
And when ſhe drew the curtin by, 
Young man, I think youre. dying; 
© its I'm ſick, and very very ſick, 
And 'tis a' for BARBARA ALLANs 


O- the. better for me ye's never be, 
Tho' your hearts blood were a ſpilling. 


© dinna ye mind, young man, ſaid ſhe, 
When ye was in the tavern a drinking, 
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That ye made the healths gae round and round, 
And lighted BARBARA ALLAN? 


He turn'd his face into the wa', 
And death was with him dealing, 
Adieu, adieu, my dear friends a', | 
And be kind to BARBBRA ALLAN« 


And ſlowly, Nowly raiſe ſhe up, 
And ſlowly, flowly left him; 
d ſighing, ſaid, ſhe cou'd not ſtay, 
Since death of life had reft him. 


She had nae gane a mile but twa, 
When ſhe heard the deid-bell ringing, 
And ev'ry jow that the deid-bell geid, 
It cry'd, Woe to BARBARA ALLAN-! 


O mother, mother, mak my bed, 
O make it faſt and narrow ; 

Since my lave died for me to-day, 
I'll die for him to-morrow. 


1 
LS —_— 


Bonny Earl of MuRkray *. 


E Highlands and ye Lawlands, 
Oh where have you been? 
They have ſlain the Earl of Murray, 
And they have laid him on the green! 
They have, etc. 


James VI. being jealous of an attachment betwirt his- 
Queen, Anne of Denmark and this Farl of Murray, the hand- 
ſomeſt man of his time, prevailed with the Marquis of Huntley, 
his enemy, to murder him; and by a writing under his own 


hand, promiſed to fave him harmleſs, Bux x. 
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Now wae be to thee, HUNTLY, 
And wherefore did you ſae? 


F bade you bring him wi' you, 


But forbade you him to ſlay. 
I bade, etc. 


He was a bra gallant, 


And he rid at the ring; 8 
And the bonny Earl of Mu R RAI,. 
Oh ! he might have been a king, 
And the, etc. k | 


He was a bra gallant, 
And he play'd at tlie ba?: 
And the bonny Earl of MURRAY | £7 
Was the flour amang them 40, 
And the, etc. 


He was a bra gallant, <5: 008 
And he play'd at the gluve: | 
And the bonny Earl of Mü R RAT, 
Oh! he was the queen's luve.. j 
And the, ets.. 
Oh! lang will his lady 
Look 67 the caſtle Down, 
Ere ſhe ſee the Earl of MURRAY 
Cum ſounding through the town. 


”w " — — 


The young Laird of Oc#1LTRIE. 


L15$STE N,, gude peopell, to. my tale, : ; + {8 
Liſten to quhat I tell to thee, 1 
The King has taiken a poor priſoner, 3 
The wanton Laird of Oc IL TRIES OY 


* 
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Quhen news came to our guidly Queen, 
She ficht, and ſaid right mournfullie, 

O quhat will cum of Lady MARGARE T, 

Quba beirs ſick luve to OcyuiLTRIE ? 


Lady MARGARET tore hir yallow hair, 
Quhen as the Queen told hir the ſaim : 
I wis that 1 had neir bin born, 
Nor neir had known OCHILTRIES naim,. 


Fie na, quoth the Queen, that maunna be, 
Fie na, that maunna be; 
I'll fyad ze out a better way 
- To ſaif the lyfe of OcHILTRAIX. 


The Queen ſche trippet up the ſtair, 
And lowly knielt upon hir knie: 
The firſt boon quhich I cum to craive 

Is the life of gentel OCH1ILTRIE., 


O if you had aſkd me caftels and towirs, 
I wad hae gin thaim, twa or thrie; 
Bot a' the monie in fair Scotland 
Winna buy the lyfe of Oc uILTRIE. 


The Queen ſche trippet down the ſtair, 
And down ſche gade richt mournfullie, 
It's a' the monie in fair Scotland 
- Winna buy the lyfe of Oc HILTRAIE. 


Tady MARGARET tore her yallow hair, 


Quhen as the Queen tald hir the ſaim; 
I'll tack a knife and end my lyfe, 
And be in the grave aſſoon as him. 


Ah! na, fie! na, quoth the Queen, 
Fie! na, fie! na, this maunna bez 
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T'll ſet ze on a better way 
To looſe and ſet OCKHILTRIE frie. 


The Queen ſhe ſlippet up the ſtair, 
And ſche gaid up richt privatlie, 

And ſche has ſtoun the priſon-keys, 
And gane and ſet OCHILTRIE frie. 


And ſches gien him a purſe of gowd, 
And another of whyt monie, 

Sches gien him twa piſtoles by's ſide, 
Saying to him, Shute quhen ze win frie. 


And quhen he cam to the Queens window, 
Quhaten a joyfou ſhute gae he ! 

Peace be to our royal Queen, 
And peace be in her companie ! 


O quhaten a voice is that? quoth the King, 
Quhaten a voice is that? quoth he, 
Quhatten a voice is that? quoth the King; 
I think its the voyce of OCHILTRIE. 


Call to me a' my gaolours, 
Call thaim by thirtie and by thrie ; 
Quhairfor the morn at twelve a clock 
Its hangit ſchall they ilk ane be. 


O didna ze ſend zour keyis to us? 
Ze ſent thaim be thirtie and be thrie, 
And wi thaim ſent a ſtrait command, 
To ſet at lairge zoung Oc uILTRIE. 


Ah! na, fie! na, quoth the Queen, 
Fie, my dear luve ! this maunna be: 

And iff ye're gawn to hang thaim a', 
Indeed ze maun begin wi me, 
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The tane was ſchippit at the pier of Leith, 
The ither at the Queensferrie ; 


And now the Lady has gotten hir luve, 


The winſom Laird of Ocn1L RI E. 


ä — i. 


. — 


Lord Tuo as and Fair Ax NE Te 


ORD THoMAs and fair ANNET 
Sat a' day on a hill; 
Whan nicht was cum, and ſun was ſett, - 
They had not talkt their fill. 


Lord Tu ON As aid a word in jeſt, 
Fair ANNET took it ill; 

A'! I wull nevir wed a wife 
Againſt wy ain friends wull. 


Gif ye wull nevir wed a wife, 
A wife wull neir wed yee. 
Sae he is hame to tell his mither, 

And knelt upon his knee: 


O rede, O rede, mither, he ſays, 
A gude rede gie to mee: 

O Call I tak the nut- browne bride, 
And let fair AN NET bee? 


The nut-browne bride has gowd and gear, 
Fair AN NET ſhe 'as gat nane; 
And the little bewtie fair Ax NET haes, 
O it wull ſoon be gane! 
And he has til! his brither gane: 
Now, brither, rede ye mee; 
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A'! Call I marrie the nut-browne bride, 
And let fair ANNE T bee? 


The nut-browne bride has oxen, brother, 
The nut-browne bride has kye ; 

I wad hae ye marrie the nut-browne bride, 
And caſt fair ANNET bye. 


Her oxen may dye -' the houſe, Billie, 
And her kye into the byre; 
And I ſall hae naething to myſell 
Bot a fat fadge by the fyre. 
And he has till his ſiſter gane : 
- Now, ſiſter, rede ye me; 
O Call I marrie the nut-browne bride, 
And ſet fair ANNET free? 


Iſe rede ye tak fair ANNET, TxO MAS, 

And let the browne bride alane ; 

Leſt ye ſould ſigh, and fly, Alace ! 
What is this we brought hame ? 

No, I wull tak my mithers counſel, 
And marrie me owt o' hand; F 

And I wull-tak the nut-browne bride ; 
Fair ANNET may leive the land. 


Up then roſe fair ANNE Ts father 
Twa hours or it wer day, 

And he is gane into the bower 
Wherein fair ANNE T lay. 


Riſe up, riſe up, fair ANNET, he ſays, 
Put on your ſilken ſneene; 
VoL. I. ; E 
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Let us gae to St Maries birke, 
And fee that rich wedden. 


My maides, gae to my dreſſing- room, 
And dreſs to me my hair; 
Whair-eir yee laid a plait before, 
See yee lay ten times mair. 


My maides, gae to my dreſſing- roome, 
And dreſs to me my ſmock ; 

The one half is o' the holland fine, 
The other o' neidle-work. 


The horſe fair ANNE T rade upon, 
He amblit like the wind, 

Wi' filler he was ſhod before, 

Wi' burning gowd behind. 


Four-and-twenty filler bells 
Wer tied till his mane, 

W yae tift o' the norland wind, 
They tinkled ane by ane. 


Four-and-twenty gay gude knichts 

Kade by fair ANNE Ts ſide, 

And four-and-twenty fair ladies, 
As gin ſhe had bin a bride. 


And whan ſhe cam to Maries kirke, 
She ſat on Maries ſtean; 

The cleading that fair AN x EN had on 
It ſkinkled in their ean. 


And whan ſhe cam into the kirke, 
Shedkimmer*d like the ſun ; 

The belt that was aboute her. wailt 
Was a' wi' pearles bedone, 


$COTS SONGS, 7 


She ſat her by the nut-browne bride, 
And hir een they wer ſae clear, 

Lord TyHoMAS he clean forgat the bride, F 
when fair AN NET drew near. 1 


He had a roſe into his hand, 
He gae it kiſſes three, 

And reaching by the nut-browne bride, 
Laid it on far Ax NE TS Knee. 


Up then ſpak the nut- browne bride, 
She ſpak wi” meikle ſpite; 

Ard whair gat ye that roſe- water 

Tat does mak yee ſae white? 


O I did get the roſe- Water 
Whair ye wull neir get nane; 
For I did get that very roſe- water 
Into my nuther*s wame. 


The bride ſhe drew @ long bodkin 
Frae out her gay head-gear, 

And ſtrake fair ANx = T unto the heart, 
That word ſpak nevir mar. 


Lord THoMASs ſaw fair ANNET wex pale, 
And marvelit what mote bee; 

Bot whan he ſaw her dear hearts blude, 
A' wood-wroth wexed hee. 


He drew his Vagger that was ſae ſharp, 
That was ſae ſharp and meet, 

And drave it into the nut-browne bride, 
That fell deid at his feit. 


Now ſtay for me, dear ANNr T, he ſaid, 
Now ſtay, my dear, he cryd ; 
C 2 9 
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O quhar wull I get a guid ſailor, 


And ſent it to Sir PATRICK SPENCE, 
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Then ſtrake the dagger untill his heart, 
And fell deid by hir ſide. 

Lord Tx OMAS was buryd without kirk-wa?, 
Fair ANNET within the quiere; 

And o' the tane thair grew a birk, 
The other a bonny briere. 


And ay they grew, and ay they threw, 
As they. wad faine be neare ; 


And by this ye may ken right weil, 
They wer twa luvers deare. 


an 
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Sir PaTRICK SPENCE. 


1 King ſits in Dumfermling toune, 
| Drinking the blude-reid wine: 


To ſail this ſchip of nine? 

Up and ſpak an.elgern knicht, 

Sat at the kings richt kne : 

Sir PATRICK SPENCE Is the beſt ſailor, 
That fails upon the ſe. 

The King has written a braid letter, 
And ſigud it u his hand; 


Was walking on the ſand. 


The firſt line that Sir PATRICK red, 
A loud lauch lauched he: 
The next line that Sir PATRICK re, 
The teir * h 
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0 quha is this has don this deid, 
This ill deid don to me; 


To fend me out this time oꝰ the zeir, 
To ſail upon the ſe ? 


Mak haſte, mak haſte, my mirry men all, 
Our guid ſchip ſails the morne. 

O ſuy na ſae, my maſter deir, 
For I feir a deadlie — 


Late late yeſtreen I ſaw the new moone 
Wi' the auld moone in lir arme; 

And I feir, 1 feir, my deir maſter, 
That we wull cum to harme. 


© our Scots nobles wer richt laith 
To weet their cork-heild ſhoone; 

Bot lang or a' the play were playd, 
They wat thair heads aboone. 


© lang, lang, may thair ladies fit 
Wi' thair fans into their hand, 

Or eir they ſe Sir Faris SPENCE 
Cum ſailing to the land. 


© lang, lang, may thair ladies ſtand: 
Wi' thair gold keins in their hair, 

Waiting for thair ain deir lordes, 
For they'll ſe thame na mair. 


Haff owre, haff owre to Aberdour, 
It's fiftie fadom deip : 
And thair lies guid Sir PATRICK SP ENG By 
Wi the Scots lordes at his feit, ©” 
C3 
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N Sir JaMts the Ro SE. 


F all the Scottiſh northern chiefs 
Of his high warlike name, | 
| The. braveſt was Sir JAMES the Ros, 
| A. knight of meikle fame. 


9 His growth was as the tufted fir, 

. That crowns the mountain's brow; 

3 And waving Oer his ſhoulders broad, 
His locks of yallow- flew. 


The Chieftain of the brave clan Ross,. 
A firm undaunted band ; | 

Five hnndred warriors drew the fword, 
Beneath his high command. 


” In bloody fight thrice had he ſtood, 
| 5 Againſt the Engliſh keen; 
| 458 Ere two and twenty opting ſprings 
| | This blooming youth had ſeen, 


The fiir MAT1LD A dear he lov'd, 
A maid of beauty rare; 
Even MARG'RET on the Scottiſh throne, 
Was never half ſo fair. 


Lang had he woo'd, lang ſhe. refus'd, 
With ſeeming ſcorn and pride; 
Yet aft her eyes confeſs'd the love, 
"Her fearful words deny'd. 


At laſt ſhe bleſs'd his well-try'd faith, 
Allow'd his tender claim : 

She vow'd to him her virgin heart, | 
Ard own'd an equal flame. 
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Her father, Buc n-AN's cruel lord, 
Their paſſion diſapprov'd; 

And bade her wed Sir Jo nN the GR&Me, 
And leave the youth ſhe lov'd. 


Ae night they met, as they were wont, 
Deep in a ſhady wood, 

Where on a bank beſide the burn, 
A blooming ſaugh-tree ſtood. 


Conceal'd among the- under-wood, 
The crafty DONALD lay, 

The brother of Sir JouN the GREME,. 
To hear what they would ſay. 


When thus the maid- began; My Sire 
Your paſlion difapproves, 

And bids me wed Sir Jo RN the GREME 
So here muſt end our loves. 


My father's wilt muſt be obey'd; a 

Nought boots me to withſtand: 1 
Some fairer maid. in beauty's bloom. 

Muſt bleſs thee with her hand, 


M4 T11LD A ſoon ſhall be forgot, | 4 
And from thy mind defac'd :- 
But may that happineſs be thine. 
Which I can never taſte. 
What do I hear? is this thy vow ? 
Sir JAMES the RosE reply'd; 
And will MaT1LDA wed the GREME, 
Though ſworn to be my bride ?. 


His ſword ſhall ſooner pierce my heart 
Than reave me of thy charms, - 


* * * * 
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Then claſ p'd her to his beating breaſt, 
Faſt lock'd into his arms. 


J ſpake to try thy love, ſhe ſaid; 
I'll ne'er wed man but thee 

| My grave ſhall be my bridal bed, 

1 Ere GRR ME my huſband be. 


i Take then, dear youth, this faithful kiſs, 
| In witneſs of my troth ; 
And every plague become my lot. 

That day I break my oath ! 


They parted thus: the ſun was ſet :. 
Up haſty Don ALD flies; 

And, Turn thee, turn thee, beardleſs youth 3: 
He loud inſulting cries. 


om turm d about the fearleſs chief,. 
And ſoon his ſword he drew; 

For DoNALp's blade before his breaſt 
Had pierc'd lis tartans through. 


«© This for my brother's ſlighted love; 
His wrongs fit on my arm.“ 
I Three paces back the youth retir'd, 
| And ſav'd himſelf frae harm. 


Returning ſwift his hand he rear'd 
Frae DoXALD's head above, 
And thro the brain and craſhing bones, 

His ſharp-edg'd weapon drove. 


[ | le ſtagg'ringreel'd, then tumbled down 
| A lump of breathleſs clay : 

= =. So fall my foes, quo' valiant Ros 

E And ſtately ftrode away, 


22 .SCOTS SONGS... 


« 3 


* 


SCOTS SONGS. 33 


Thro? the Green-wood he quickly hy'd 
Unto Lord Bu C# AN's hall; 

And at MAT1LD A's window ſtood, 
And thus began to call.: 


Art thou aſleep, MAT1EtDA dear? 
Awake, my love, awake: 

Thy luckleſs lover on thee calls, 
A long farewell to take. 


For I have ſlain fierce DONALD GREME 3 
His blood is on my ſword : 

And diſtant are my faithful men, 
Nor can aſſiſt their Lord. 


To Sx y I'll now direct my way, 
Where my twa brothers bide, 

And raiſe the valiant of the Iſles. 
To combat on my ſide. 


O do not fo, the maid replies; 
With me till morning ſtay :: 

For dark and dreary is the night, : 
And dangerous the way. 2 


All night Pll- watch you in the park; 
My faithful page I'll ſend, 

To run and raiſe the Ro 88's clan, 
Their maſter to defend. 


Beneath a buſh he laid him down;. 
And wrapp'd him in his plaid, 
While trembling far her lover's fate 

At diſtance ſtood the maid. 


Swift ran the page o'er hill and dale, 
TW in a.lowly glen. 
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He met the furious Sir Jo HN GREME 
With twenty of his men. | 


Where go'ſt thou, «little page ? he ſaid, 
So late who did thee fend ? 
I go to raiſe the Ros E's clan, 
Their maſter to defend : 


For he hath ſlain fierce DONALD GREAME'; 
His blood is on his ſword : | 
And far, fur .diſtant are his men, 
That ſhould afliſt their Lord. 


And has he ſlain my brother dear? 
The furious GR ME replies. 

Diſhonour blaſt my name but he 
By me ere morning dies! 


Tell me where is Sir JAMES the RosE ? 
I will thee well reward. 

He ſleeps into Lord Buch AN's park; 
MATILDA is his guard, 


They ſpurr'd their ſteeds in furious mood, 
And ſcour'd along the lee: 

They reach'd Lord Bu cHAxN's. lofty tow'rs 
By dawning of the day. 


MAT1LDA ſtood without the gate ; 
To whom thus CazmMe did ſay, 

Saw ye Sir JAMES the RosE laſt night? 
Or did he paſs this way ? 


Laſt day at noon, MAT1LDA aid, 
Sir JAMES the Ros E paſs'd by: 

He furious prick' his ſweaty ſteed, 
And onward fait did bye: 
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By this he is at Edinburgh | * 
If horſe and man hold good. 

Your page then lied,, who ſaid he was 

Now ſleeping in the wood. 


She wrung her hands, and tore her hair; | 
Brave Ros, thou art betray'd, ie bud 
And ruin'd by thoſe means, the cry'd, \ 46 it 

From whence I hop'd thine aid. IP 


By this the valiant knight awab' d, 
The virgin's ſlirieks he heard ; 

And up he roſe, and drew his ſword, _ | ö 
When the fierce band appear'd. | 


Your ſword, laſt night, my brother flew; 
His blood yet dims its ſhine : 

And ere the ſetting of the ſun 
Your blood ſhall reek on mine. 


You word it well, the chief reply'd, 
But deeds approve the n 

Set by your men, and hand to 
We'll try what valour can. 


Oft boaſting hides a coward- heart; 2 
My weighty ſword you fear, 

Which ſhone in front in Flowden-field, 
When you kept in the rear. | 


With dauntleſs ſtep he forward ſtrode, 
And dar'd him to the fight : 

Then GRE MH gave back, and fear'd his arm, 
For well he knew its might. 


| 
| 


Four of his meu, the braveſt four, | 
Sunk down-beneath his ford; . 


3 0 * 
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Out ſpouting came the purple-tide, 


- And fix'd them on the aveeping maid, 
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But till he ſcorn'd the poor revenge, 
And ſought their haughty lord. 


Behind him baſely came the Gr = Mx, 
And wounded him in the fide : 


And all his tartans dy'd. 


But yet his ſword not quat the grip, 
Nor dropt he to the ground, 

Till thro? his en'my's heart his ſteel 

Had forc'd a mortal wound. | 


GREME like a tree with wind o'erthrown 
Fell breathleſs on the clay ; | 

And down beſide him ſunk the Ros E, 

And faint and dying lay. 


The ſad MAT ILD A ſaw him fall: 
O ſpare his life! ſhe cry'd ; 

Lord Bu cnAN's daughter begs his life, 
Let her not be denied. 


Her well-known voice the hero heard ; 
He rais'd his death-clos'd eyes, 


And weakly thus replies : 


In vain MAT1LDA begs the life 
By death's arreſt denied : 

My race is run---adieu, my love--- 

Then cles'd his eyes, and died. 

The ſword yet warm from his left ſide 
With frantic hand ſhe. drew : ; 

I come, Sir JaMEs the Ros, ſhe cry'd, 
I come to follow you 


* 
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She lean'd the hilt againſt the ground, 
And bar'd her ſaowy breaſt; 

Then fell upon her lover's face, 
And ſunk to endleſs reſt. 


The Battle of Harlaw *. 


F RAE Dunidier as I cam throuch, 
Doun by the hill of Banochiez 
Alangſt the lands of Garioch : 

Grit pitie was to hair and ſe 

The noys and duleſum hermonie, 
That evir that dreiry day did daw, 

Cryand the Corynoch on hie, 

Alas! alas! for the Harlaw. 


J marvlit quhat the matter meint, 
All folks war in a fiery fairy : 

I wilt nocht qua was fue or freind; ä 
Zit quietly I did me carrie. N q 
But ſen the days of auld king HA IRIE, 

Sic ſlaughter was not herde nor ſene, 

And thair I had nae tyme to tairy, 

For bitlineſs in Aberdene. 


Thu as I walkit on the way, 
To Inverury as I went, 

I met a man, and bad him ſtay, 
Requeiſting him to make me quaint, 


3 


* Fovght upon Friday, July 24, 1411, againſt Donald of 
the Iſſes. ö 


Vor. 1. D 
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Of the beginning and the event, 
That happenit thair at the Harlaw; 
Then he entreited me tak tent, 
And he the truth ſould to me ſchaw. 


Grit Do N AUð of the Yles did claim, 
Unto the lands of Ross ſum richt, 
And to the Governour “ he came, 
Thaim for to haif gif that he micht; 
Quha ſaw his intereſt was but flicht : 
And thairfore anſwerit with diſdain ; 
He haſtit hame baith day and nicht, 
And ſent nae bodward back again. 


But DoxXALD richt impatient 
Of that anſwer Duke RoBERT gaif, 
He vowed to God onmipotent, 
All the hale lands of Ross to haif, 
Or ells be graithed in his graif. | 
He weld not quat his richt for nocht, 
Nor be abuſit lyk a flaif, 
That bargia ſould be deirly bocht. 


Then haiſtylie he did command, 

That all his weir-men ſhould convene, 
| : Ilk ane well harniſit frae hand, 
1 To meit and heir quhat he did mein; 
| 
| 
} 


He waxit wrath and vowit tein 
Sweirand he wald ſurpryſe the North, 
_ Subdew the brugh of Aberdene, 
Mearns, Angus, and all Fyfe to Forth. 


1 Robert Duke of Albany, uncle to King James I. The ac- 
jp | Th count of this famous battle may be ſeen in our Scots hiſtories, 
| 
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Thus with the weir-men of the Yles, 
Quha war ay at his bidding bown, 

With money maid, with fors and wyls, 
Richt far and neir baith up and doun : 
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Throw mount and muir, frae town to town, 


Allangſt the lands of Roſs he roars, 
And all obey'd at his bandown, 
Evin frae the North to Suthren ſhoars. 


Then all the countrie men did zield; 
For nae reſiſtans durſt they mak, 
Nor offer battill in the feild, 
Be fors of arms to beir him bak; 
Syne they reſolvit all and ſpak, 
That beſt it was for thair behoif, 
They ſould him for thair chiftain tak, 
Believing well he did them luve. 


Then he a proclamation maid 
All men to meet at Inverneſs, 
Throw Murray land to mak a raid, 
Frae Arthurſyre unto Speyneſs. 
Aad further mair, he ſent expreſs, 
To ſchaw his colours and enſenzie, 
To all and ſindry, mair and leſs, 
Throchout the bounds of Byne and Enzie, 


And then throw fair Strathbogie land, 
His purpoſe was for to purſew, 
And quhaſvevir durſt gainſtand, 
That race they ſhould full fairly rew. 
Then he bade a' his men be trew, 
And him defend by fors and ſlicht, 
| D 2. 
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And promiſt them rewardis anew, 
And mak them men of mekle micht. 


Without reſiſtans as he ſaid, 
Throw all theſe parts he ſtoutly paſt, 
Quhair ſym war wae, and ſum war glaid, by 
But Garioch was all agaſt. 
Throw all theſe feilds he ſped him faſt, 
For ſic. a ſicht was never ſene; | 
And then, forſuith, he langd at laſt 
To ſe the bruch of Aberdene. 


To hinder this prowd enterpriſe, 

The ſtout and michty erle of MARR 
With all his men in arms did ryſe, 

Even frae Curgarf to Craigyvar, h 

And down the ſyde of Don richt far, 
Angus and Mearns did all convene 

To fecht, or DN AND came ſae nar 
The reyal bruch of Aberdene. 


And thus the martial Frle of Mann, 


Marcht with his men in richt array, 
Befoir the enemic was awarr 

His banner bauidiy did difplay. 

For weil enewch they kend the way, 
And all their ſ212blance weil they ſaw, 

Without all dangir, or delay, 
Cum baiſ:ily to the Harlaw. 


With him the braif Lord Oc1Lvy,. 
Of Angus ſherrif principall, 


Alexander Eazl of Mar, fon of Alezander, the govern». 
01% brother. ; : 
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The conſtabill of gude Dunde, 
The vanguard led before them all. 
' Suppoſe in number they war ſmall, 
Thay firſt richt bauldlie did perſew, 
And maid thir faes before them fall, 


Quha then that race did fairly rew. 


And then the worthy Lord 8S4L TON, 
The ſtrong undoubted laird of Drum, 
The ſtalwart laird of Lauriſtone, 
With ilk thair forces all and ſrm. 
PANMU1R with all his men did cum,. 
The provoſt of braif Aberdene, 
With rrumpets and with tuicke of drum, 
Came ſchortly in thair armour ſchene. 


| Theſe with the Erle of Mark came on, 


In the reir-ward richt orderlie, 
Thair enemies to ſet upon ; 
In awful manner hardily, _ 
Togither vowit to live and die, . 
Since they had marchit many mylis 
For to ſuppreſs the tyrannie 
Of doubted DoxALD of the Yles.. 


But he in number ten to ane, 


Richt ſubtilie alang did ryde, 

With MaLcoxrosck and fell MAcLEAN;, 
With all thair power at thair ſyde, 
Preſumeand on thair ſtrength and pryde,, 


Without all feir or ony aw, 


Richt bauldlie battil did abyde, 
Hard by the town of fair Harlaw. 
D-3; 
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The armies met, the trumpet ſounds,. 
The dandring drums aloud did tuik, 
Baith armies byding on the bounds, 
Till ane of them the feild ſuid bruik. 
Nae help was thairfor, nane wald jouk, 
Fers was the fecht on ilka ſyde, | 
And on the ground lay mony a bouk. 
Of them that thaiv did battill byd. | 


With doutſum victorie they dealt, 
The bluidy battill laſtit lang, 
Each man his nibours fors thair felt; 
The weakeſt aft times gat the wrang : 
Thair was nae mowis thair them amang,, 
Naithing was hard but heavy knocks, 
That Echo maid a dulefull ſang, 
Thairto reſounding frae the rocks. 


But Do NAL p's men at laſt gaif back; 
For they wer all out of array. 

The Erle of MARR's men throw them brak, 
Purſe wing ſharply in thair way, | 
Thair enemys to tak or ſlay, 

Be dynt of fors to gar them yield, 

Quha war richt blyth to win away, 

And ae for feirdneſs tint tha feild. 


Then DonaLD fled, and that full faſt, 
To mountains hich for all his micht; 
For he and his war all agaſt, 
And ran till 'they war out of ſicht; 
And ſae of Ross he loſt his richt, 
Thocht mony men with hem he brocht, 
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Towards the Yles fled day and nicht, 
And all he wan was dearly bocht. 


This is (quod he) the richt report 
Of all that I did hear and'knaw,. 
'Thocht. my diſcourſe be ſumthing ſchort, 
Tak this to be a richt ſuthe ſaw; | 
Contrairie God and the king's law, 
Thair was ſpilt mekle Chriſtian blude, 
Into the battil of Harlaw, 
This is the ſum, ſae I conclude. 


But zit a bonny quhyle abyde, 
And I all mak thee cleirly ken 
Quhat ſlauchter was on ilka ſyde, 
Of Lowland and of Highland men, 
Quha for thair awin haif evir bene: 
Theſe lazie lowns micht weil be ſpaird, 
Cheflit lyke deirs into their dens, 
And gat thair wages for reward. 


Mal conrosz of the clan heid cheif, 
MacLEAN with his grit haughty heid, 


With all thair ſuccour and relief, 


War dulefully dung to the deid :. 

And now we are freid of thair feid, 
They will not lang to cum agen ; 

Thouſands with-them without remeid, 
On DoxALD»'s ſyde that day war ſlain, 


And on the other ſyde war loſt, 

Into the feild that diſmal day, 

Chief men of worth (of mekle coſt), 
To be lamentit ſair for ay, 
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The Lord SALTON of Rothemay,. 
A man of micht and meikle main 

Grit dolour was for. his decay, 
That ſae unhappylie was ſlain. 


| Of the beſt men amang them was, 


The gracious gude Lord OGILVY, 
The ſherriff-principall of Angus ; | 
Renownit for truth and equitie, 
For faith and magnanimitie; 
He had few fallows in the feild, . 
Zet fell by fatal deſtinie, 
For he nae ways wad grant to zield. 


Sir JAMES SCRIMGEOR of Duddap, knicht, 
Grit conſtabill of fair Dunde, 
Uuto the duleful deith was dicht, 
The kings chief bannerman was he, 
A valziant man of chevalrie, | 
Quhais predeceſſors wan that place 
At Spey, with gude King WILLIAM frie; 
Gainſt MUxkRAY and MACDUNCANS race. 


Gude Sir ALLEXANDER IRVING, 
The much renownit-laird of Drum, 
Nane in his days was better ſene, 
Quhen they war ſemblit all and ſum ;- 
To praiſe him we ſould not be dumm, 
For valour, witt, and worthyneſs, 
To end his days he ther did cum, 
Quhois ranſom is remeidyleſs. 


And thair the knicht of Lauriſton 
Was flain into his armour ſchene,,, 
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And gude Sir RoERT DAVIDSON, 
Quha provoſt was of Aberdene, 
The knicht of Panmure, as was ſene, 
A mortal man in armour bricht, 
Sir TnoMasMuRnay ſtout and kene, 
Left to the warld their laſt gude nicht. 


Thair was not ſen king KENNET n's days 
Sic ſtrange inteſtine crewel ſtryfe 
In Scotland ſene, as ilk man ſays, 
Quhair mony liklie loſt thair lyfe; i 
Quhilk maid divorce twene man and wyfe, 
And mony children fatherleſs, 
Quhilk in this realme has been full ryfe: 
Lord help theſe lands, our wrangs redreſs 


In July, on Saint JAMES his even, 
That four and. twenty diſmal day, 
Twelve hundred, ten ſcore and eleven: 

Of zeirs ſen Chryſt, the ſathe to ſay ;: 
Men will remember as they may, 
Quhen thus the veritie they knaw, 
And mony a ane may murn for ay, 3 
The brim battil of the Harlaw. . = 


es... Ahh 


Flodden-Field *.. 


123 the border, was peace and good order, 
The ſway of our monarch was mild as the May, 
Peace he adored, whilk Soudrons abhorred, | 

Qur marches they plunder, our wardens they Cay. . 


3 Fopght September 9, 1313. 
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Gainſt Louis our ally their H N RV did ſally, 
Tho' JAMES but in vain did his herauld advance, 
Renouncing alliance, and denouncing defiance 

To Soudrons if langer abiding in France, 


Many were the omens our ruin was coming, 
E'er the flower of our nation was call'd to array: 
Our king at devotion St Andrew did caution, 
And ſigh'd as with ſorrow he to him did ſay, 


Sir, in this expedition you muſt have ambition; 


From the company of all women you ſhou'd keep away. 

When the ſpectre this declar'd, it quickly diſappear'd ; | 
But where it retired no man could eſpy. j 
The flowers of the nation were called on their ſtation, | 


With valiant inclination their banner to diſplay ; 


To Burrow-Muir reſorting, their right for ſupporting, 


And there rendevouzing,-encamped did lay. 


But another bad omen, that vengeance was coming, 
At midnight, in Edinburgh, a voice loud did cry, 


As heraulds, in their ſtation, with loud proclamation, 
Did name all our barons in England to die. 


Theſe words the demon ſpoke, at the throne of Plotcock, 
+ It charged their appearing, appointing the day. 
The provoſt, in its hearing, the ſummons greatly fearing, 


n to his Maker, the ſame did deny. 


At this was many griev'd, as many diſbeliev'd ; 

But forward they marched to the deſtiny : 
From thence to the border they march'd in good order > 
The Merſe men and Forreſt they join'd the array. 


England's invaſion, it was their perſuaſion, 
Ts make reſtitution for their cruelty, 
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But O fatal Flodoun ! there came the wo down; 
And our royal nation was brought to decay. 


After ſpoiling and burning, many hameward returning, 
With our king till the nobles and vaſſals abide. 

To SurRY's proud vaunting he anſwers but daunting ; 
The king would await him whatever betide. 


The Engliſh advanced to where they were ſtanced ; 
Half-intrenched by nature, the field it ſo lay; 

To fight the Engliſh fearing, and ſham'd their retiring + 
But alas unperceived was their ſubtilty. 


Our highland battalion, ſo forward and valiant, | 
They broke from their ranks, and they ruſh'd on to ſlay: 
With hacking and ſlaſhing, and broad ſwords a-daſhing, 
Thro' the front of the Engliſh they cut a full way. 


But alas to their ruin! an ambuſh purſuing, 

They were ſurrounded with numbers too high : 

The Merſe men and Foreſt, they ſuff red the ſoreſt, 
Upon the left wing was incloſed the ſame way. 


Our men into parties, the battle in three quarters, 
Upon our main body the markſmen did play : 

The ſpearmen were ſurrounded, and all was confounded ; 
The fatal devaſtation of that woful day ! 


Our nobles all enſnared, our king he was not ſpared 
For of that fate he ſhared, and would not run away 
The whole were intercepted, that very few eſcaped 
The fatal conflagration of that woful day. 


This ſet the whole nation into grief and vexation : 
The widows did weep, and the maidens did ſay, 
Why tarries my lover? the battle's ſurely over ? 
Is there none left to tell us the fates of the day? 


— 
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I've heard a liltiag at our ewes milking, 

Laſſes a-lilting afore break of day: 

But now there's a moaning on ilka green loaning, 
Since our bra foreſters are a' wed away. 


At boughts i” the morning nae blyth lads are ſcorning : 
The laſſes are lonely, dowie, and wae : 

Nae daffin, nae gabbin, but ſighing and ſabbing, 

IIk ane lifts her leglen, and hies her away. 


At e'en in the glomin nae ſwankeys are roaming, 
Mang ſtacks wi' the laſſes at bogle to play; 

But ilk ane ſits dreary, lamenting her deary, 
The flowers of the Foreſt that are wed away. 


In herſt at the ſhearing nae younkers are jeering : 
The banſters are lyart, runkled, and gray. 


At fairs nor at preaching, nae wooing, nae fleeching, 


Since our bra Forreſters are a' wed away. 


O dool for the order ſent our lads to the border! 
The Engliſh for anes by guile got the day: 

The flowers of the foreſt that ay ſhone the foremoſt, 
The prime of our land lyes cauld in the clay. 


We'll hear nae mair lilting at our ewes milking ; 


The women and bairns are dowie and wae, 


Sighing and moaning on ilka green loaning, 
Since our bra forreiters are a' wed away. 


I've ſeen the ſmiling of fortune beguiling ; 
T've felt all her favours, and found ker decay. 
Sweet is her bleſſing and kind her careſſing; 
But now it is fled, it is fled far away. 


Pve ſeen the foreſt adorned the foremoſt 
With flowers of the faireſt both pleaſant and gay: 
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dae bony was their blooming, theirſcent the air perfuming; 
But now they are withered, and all gone away. 


I've ſeen the morning with gold the hills adorning, 
And loud tempeſts ſtorming before mid-day : 

I haveſeen Tweed's ſilver ſtreams ſhining i the ſunny beams, | 
Grow drumly and dark as it roll'd on the way. 


O fickle fortune! why this cruel ſporting ? : 
Why this perplexing poor ſons of a day? | 

Thy frowns cannot fear me, nor ſmiles cannot chear me, 

Since the flowers of the Forelt are a' wed away *. 


The Battle of Reid- quair +. 


O * July ſeventh, the ſuthe to ſay, 
At the Reid-Squair the tryſt was ſet, 
Our wardens they affixt the day, 
And as they promiſt, ſae they met: 
Allace that day I'll neir forzet, : 
Was ſure ſae feir'd, and then ſae fain, 
They cam thair juſtice for to get, 
Will nevir grein to cum again. 


This verſion is made up from various copies of this old 

ballad collated, aud is of very unequal merit. The ſtanzas ” bet 
from the 19th to the 22d incluſive compoſe a dirge of the moſt 
beautiful add pathetic ſimplicity The circumſtances are hap- 
pily choſen and combined, and the language, to thoſe who 
underſtand it, is fo pictureſquely expreſſive, that while we 
read the words, we ſeel the ſcene penciled on our imagina- 
tion. And it is impoſſible to peruſe it without feeling a high 
degree of that pleaſing ſombre tenderneſs which it is the ob- 
zect of this ſort of poetry to produce, 


+ Fought on July 7: 1576. 
VoL, I. K 
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CARMICHAEL was our warden then, 
He cauſit the countrey to convene, 

And the laird WATT, that worthy man, 
Brocht in his ſurname weil be ſene : 
The ARMSTRANGS that ay haif bene 

A hardy houſe, but not a hail ; 

The ELL1oTs honours to mentain, 
Brought in the laif of LIDDISDPALE. 


Then TwrDA1L came to with ſpeid, 

The Scheriff brocht the DouGL As doun, 

With CRANSTANE, GLADSTANE, gude at _—_ 
Baith Rewlz-water and Rawick Town. 
BEANGEDDERT bauldly maid him boun, 

With all the TRUMBLES ſtrang and ſtout ; 

The RUTHIRFUTrRDS, with grit renoun, 

Convoyit the town of Jedbruch out. 


With other Clanns I can nocht tell, 
Becauſe our wairning was nocht wyde, 
Be this our folk hes tane the fell, 
And plantit pallions thair to byde : 
We lukit down the uther ſyde, 
And ſaw cum brieſting owr the brae, 
And Sir GEORGE FOSTER was thair gyde, 
With Fyftene hundrid men and mae. 


It greivt him fair that day I trow, 

With Sir JN HiNKoMe of Schipſydehouſe, 
Becauſe we were not men enow, 

He counted us not worth a ſouſe; 

Sir GEORGE was gentil, meik and douſe, 
But he was hail and het as fyre : 

But zit for all his cracking crouſe 
He rewd the raid of the Reid Squyre, 
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To deil with proud men is but pain, 
For ether ze maun ficht or ſlie, 
Or els nae anſwer mack again, 
But play the beiſt, and let him be. 
It was nae wondir tho he was hie, 
Had TYNDALL, REDSDAILE at his hand, 
With CUCKSDA1ILE, GLADSDAILE on the lie, 
Auld HEeBSRIME and NORTHUMBERLAND» 
+ 
Zit was our meiting meik enough, | 
Begun with mirrineſs and mows, 
And at the brae abune the heugh 
The clerk ſat doun to call the rows, 
And ſum for ky and ſum for ewis, 
Callit in of DAN DRIE Hos and Jock, 
I ſaw cum merching owre the knows, 
Fyve hundred FENNIiCKS in a flock. 


With jack and ſpeir, and bowis all bent, 
And warlike weaponis at their will; 
Howbeit they wer not weil content, 
Zit be me trouth we feird nae ill : 
Sum zeid to drink, and ſum ſtude ſtill, 
And ſum to cards and dyce them ſped, 
Quhyle on ane Farſteia they fyld a bill, 
And he was fugitive that fled. 


CARMICHAEL bad them ſpeik ont plainly, 
And cloke nae cauſe for ill nor gude, 
The uther anſwering him full vaiuly, 
Begouth to reckon kin and blude, 
He raiſe and rax'd him quhair he ſtude, 
And bade him match him with his marrows ; 
Then Ty NDAL hard theſe refeuns rude, 
And they lute aff a flight of arrows, 
E 2 
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Then was ther nozht but bow and ſpeir, 
And ilka man pullit out a brand, 
ASCHAFTAN and a FENN1CK their, 
Gude SYMIN& TON was flain frae hand. 
The Scotismen cryd on uther to ſtand, 
Fraue tyme they ſaw JohN RoB5ox lain: 
Quhat ſuld they cry ! The Kings command 
- Culd cauſe nae cowards turn again, 


Up raiſe the laird to. red the cumber, 

Quhilk wald not be for all his boiſt, 
Qubat ſuld we do with fic a number, 

Fyve thouſand men into an hoiſt? 

Then HrxR1E PURDIE proud hes coſt, 
And verie narrowlie had miſchiefd him, 

And ther we had our WARU x loſt, 
Wart not the grit Cop he relivd him. 


Ane uther throw the breiks him bair, 
Quhyle flatlines to the ground he fell: 
Then thocht I, we had loſt him thair, 
Into my heart it ſtruck a knell; 
Zit up he raiſe, the truth to tell, 
And laid about him dunts full dour, 
His horſemen they faucht ſtout and ſnell, 
And ſtude about him in the ſtour. 


Then raiſd the ſlogan with an ſchout, 
Fy, TYNDALL toit, JEDBRUGH heir x 
I trow he was not half ſae ſtout, 
But anes his ſtomak was a ſteir, 
With gun and genzie, bow and ſpeir, 
He micht fe mony a crakit crown, - 
But up amang the merchant geir, 
They buſlie were as we wer doun. 


— 
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The ſwallow-tails frae teckles flew, 
Fyve hundred lain into the flicht, | = 
But we had peſtellets anew, | 
And ſchot amang them as we micht. 
With help of Go the game gade richt, 
Frae tyme the foremoſt of them fell ; 
Hynd owre the know, without gude-nicht, 
They ran with mony a ſchout and zell. 


And after they had turnd again, 
Zit TYNDALL men they turnd again, 
And had not bene the merchant packs, 
There had bene mae of Scotland ſlain ; 
But Jxsv gif the folk was fain 
To put the buſſiug on thair theis, 
And ſae they fled with all thair main, 
Doun owre the brae lyke clogged beis. 


Sir FRANCIS RUSSEL tane was thair, 
And hurt, as we heir men reherſe ; 
Proud WALLINGTOUN was wouded fair, 
Albeit he was à Fennick ferſs, 
But gif ze wald a ſouldier ſerche 
Amang, them all was tane that night, 
Was nane ſae wordie of our verſe 
As COoLiNGWw 00D that courteous knight, 


Zung HeNnRyY ſkapit hame, is hurt, 

A ſouldier ſchot him with a bow, 
Scotland has cauſe to make great ſturt, 

For laiming of the Laird of Mow. 

The Laird WATT did well indeid, 
His friends ſtude ſtoutly by himſell, 

With little GLADsTANE, gude in neid;, 
For GRETEIN kend not gude be ill. 
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The SCHERIFF wantit not gude-will, 

Howbeit he might not ficht ſae faſt ; 
BENjJEADERT, HUNDLIE and HUNTHILL, 
Three, on they laid weil at the laſt, | 

Except the horſemen of the gaird ; 
If I could put men to avail, 
Nane ſtoutlier ſtude out for their laird, 
Nor did the lads of LIDDISDALE. 


But little harneſs had we thair, 
But auld BapkuLE had on a jack, 

And did richt weil, I zou declair, 
With all tie FRUMBULELS at his back. 
Gude EDERSTANE was nat to lack, 

With K1RxTOUuN, NEW TOUN, nobill-men. 
Thir is all che ſpecials I haif ſpack, 

Forby them that I ceuld nocht ken. 


Quha did invent that day. of play, 
We neid nocht feir to find him ſane, 
For Sir JorN Fos ER, I dare well ſay, 
Maid us that noyſome afternune: 
Not that I ſpeik preciſely out, 
That he ſuppoſd it wald be perill, 
But pryde and breaking out, but dout, 
Gart TYNDALL lads begin the quarrell. 


Chevy-Chace. 


bo” proſper long our noble king, 
Our lives and ſafetyes all ; 
A woful hunting once there did 


In Chevy-chace befall ; 
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To drive the deere with hound and horne, 
Earl PERCY took his way; 

The child may rue that is unborne, 
The hunting of that day. 


The ſtout Earl of NokTHUMBERLAND ; 
A vow to God did make, 

His pleaſure in the Scottiſh woods 
Three ſununer days to take ; 


The cheefeſt harts in Chevy-Chace . 
To kill and beare away. 
Theſe tyding to Earl Do GL As came, 
In Scotland where he lay: 


Who ſent Farl PERCY preſent word, 
He wold prevent his ſport. 

The Engliſh earl not fearing this, 
Did to the woods reſort ; 


With fifteen hundred bow-men bold, 
All choſen men of might, 

Who knew full well in time of neede, 
To aime their ſhafts aright. 


The gallant greyhounds quickly ran, 
To chaſe the fallow-deere : 

On Monday they began to hunt, 
Ere day-light did appear ; 

And long before high noone they had 
An hundred fat buckes flaine ; 


Then having din'd, the drovers wont 
To rouze them up againe. 


The bow-men muſtered on the hills, 
Well able to endure ; 
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Their backſides all, with ſpecial care, 

if That day were guarded ſure. 
| 
| 


n The hounds ran ſwiftly thro' the woods, 

i | The nimble deere to take, | 

And with their cryes the hiles and dales 
An eccho ſhrill did make. 


Lord PER c to the quarry went, 
To view the tender deere; | 
Quoth he, Earl DouGLAs promiſed 
This day to meet me heere : 
But if I thought he would not come, : 
No longer would I ſtay. ' 
With that, a brave younge gentleman 
Thus to the earl did ſay. 


Loe yonder doth Earl DoUGL A's come, 
His men in armour bright ; 

Full twenty hundred Scottiſh ſpeares 
All marching in our ſight; 


Al men of pleaſant Tivydale, 
Faſt by the river T weede : 
Then ceaſe your ſport, Earl Pr Rc v aid, 4 
And take your bowes with ſpeede : | 


And now with me, my countrymen, 
Your courage forth advance ; 

For never was there champion yet 
In Scotland or in France, 


That ever did on horſebacke come, | 
But if my hap it were, 
1 durſt encounter man for man, 
Wich him ta break a ſpeare, 
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Farl Dou LAs 6n a milk-white ſteede 
Moſt like a baron bold, 

Rode foremoſt of his company, 
Whoſe armour ſhone like gold : 


Show me, ſayd he, whoſe men you bee, 
That hunt ſae boldly heere, 

That, without my conſent, do chafe 
And kill my fallow-deere ? 


The man that firſt did anſwer make, 
Was noble PERCY hee; 

Who ſayd, We lift not to declare, 
Nor ſhew whoke men we bee: 


| Yet will we ſpend our deereſt blood, 
Thy chiefeſt harts to ſlay. ; 

Then DouG- 4s ſwore a ſolemne oathe, 
And thus in rage did ſay, 


Fre thus I will out-braved bee, 
One of us two ſhall dye : 

J know thee well, an earl thou art; 
Lord PE RAC ſo am I. 


But truſt me, PR RC , pittye it were, 
And great offence to kill 

Any of theſe our harmleſſe men, 
For they have done no ill. 


Let thou and I the battel trye, 
And ſet our men aſide. 

Accurs'd bee hee, Lord PERCY ſayd, 
By whom this is denyed. | 


Then ſtept a gallant fquire forth, 
WITHERINGTON was his-name, 
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Who ſaid, I wold not have it told 
To HENRY our king for ſhame, 


That e'er my captaine fought on foote, 
And I ſtood looking on. 
You bee two earls, ſayd W1iTHERING TON, 
And I a ſquire alone: | 


Ile doe the beſt that doe I may, 
While I have power to ſtand : 

While I have power to weeld my ſword, 
Ile fight with heart and hand. 


Our Engliſh archers bent their bowes, 
Their hearts were good and trew; 
At'the firſt flight of arrowes ſent, 
Full threeſcore Scots they ſlew. 
To drive the deere with hound and horne, 
Earl DovcLas had the bent; 
Two captaines mov'd with mickle pride, 
Their ſpeares to ſhivers went. 


They clos'd full faſt on everye ſide, 
No flackueſs there was found; 

And many a gallant gentleman 
Lay gaſping on the ground. 

O Cur15sT! it was a griefe to ſee, 

And likewiſe for to heare, 

The cries of men lying in their gore, 
And ſcatter'd here and there. 

At laſt theſe two ſtout earles did meet, 

|  Like'captaines of great might; 

Like lyons wood, they layd on load, 
And made a cruel fight: 


— 


SCOTS SONGS. 59 


They fought untill they both did ſweat, ; 
With ſwords of temper'd ſteele ; 
Untill the blood, like drops of rain, 
They trickling downe did feele. 
Yeeld thee, Lord PR RCV, DoucLAs ſayd; 
In faith I will thee bring, 
Where thou ſhalt high advanced bee 
By Jau Es our Scottiſh king: 


Thy ranſom I will freely give, 
And thus report of thee, 


Thou art the moſt couragious knight, 
That ever I did ſee. 


No, Dou LAS, quoth Earl PERCY then, 
Thy proffer I doe ſcorne; 

I will not yeelde to any Scott, 
That ever yet was borne. 


With that, there came an arrow keene 
; Out of an Engliſh bow, 
Which ſtrucke Earl DouGL as to the heart, 
A deep and deadlye blow: 


Who never ſpoke more words than theſe, 
Fight on my merry men all; 
For why, my life is at an end; 

Lord Percy ſees me fall. 


Then leaving life, Earl PERCY tooke 
The dead-man by the hand ; ; 

And ſaid, Earl DouGLAS, for thy life 
Would 1 had loſt my land, 


O CAST ! my very heart doth bleed, 
With ſorrow for thy ſake ; * 
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For ſure, a more renowned knight 
Miſchance did never take. 


A knight amongſt the Scotts there was, 
Which ſaw Earl DouoL As dye, 
Who ſtreight in wrath did vow revenge 

Upon the Lord PERCY ; 


Sir Hun MoUuNTGOMERY was he call'd, 
Who, with a ſpeare moſt bright, 

Well-mounted on a gallant ſteed, 

| | Ran fiercely thro” the fight ; 
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And paſt the Engliſh archers all, 
Without all dread or feare ; 

And thro” Earl PERCY 's body then 
He thruſt his hatefull ſpeare ; 


With ſuch a vehement force and might 
He did his body gore, 

The ſpeare went thro the other fide 
A large cloth-yard and more, 


So thus did both theſe nobles dye, 
Whoſe courage none could ftaine : 

An Engliſh archer then perceiv'd 
The noble earl was flain : 


He had a bow bent in his hand, 
Made of a truſty tree ; 
An arrow of a cloth-yard long 

Up to the head drew hee : - 


Againſt Sir Hun MoUuNnNTGoOMERY, 
h So right the ſhaft he ſett, 

1 The grey gooſe- wing that was thereon, 
In his heart's blood was wett. 
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This fight did laſt from brealte of day, 
Till ſetting of the ſun; 

For when they rung the evening- bell, 
The battel ſcarce was done. \ 


With brave Earl Percy, there was ſlain 
Sir JonN of OGERTON “, 

Sir ROBERT RATCLIFF, and Sir Jon x, 
Sir JAMES that bold baron: 


And with Sir GEORGE and ſtout Sir JAMEs, 
| Both knights of good account, 
Good Sir RALPH RABBY there was ſlaine, 
Whoſe proweſſe did ſurmount. 


For WI THERING TON needs mult I wayle, 
As one in doleful dumpes f; 

For when his leggs were ſinitten off, 
He fought upon his ſtumpes. 


And with Farl DoucLAs, there was ſlain 
Sir Hu MOUNTGOMERY ; 

Sir CHARLES MURRAY, that from the feeld 
One foote would never flee. 


Sir CHARLES MURRAY, of Ratcliff, too, 
His ſiſters ſonne was hee ; 

Sir David Laws, ſo well eſteem'd, 
Yet ſaved could not be. 


And the Lord MAXWEII in Eke cafe 
Did with Earl Dou LAS dye: 


* The names here ſeem to be corrupted from the old Copy. 


+ i. e. I, as one in deep concerne, muſt lament.” The eon 
firuion here has gencrally been miſunderſtood. | 
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Of twenty hundred Scottiſh ſpeeres, 
Scarce twenty-five did flye. 


Of fifteen hundred Fngliſh men, 
Went home but tifty-three ; 

The reſt were lain in Chevy-chaſe : 
Under the green-woode tree. 


Next day did many widowes come, f 
Their huſbands to bewayle; 

They waſht their wounds in briniſh teares, 
Nut all wold not prevayle. 


Their bodyes, bath'd in purple gore, 
They bare with them away; 

They kiſt them dead a thouſand times, 
When they were cladd in clay. 


This newes was brought to Edenborrow, 
Where Scotlands king did rayne, 

That brave Earl DouGL as ſuddenlye 
Was with an arrow flaine : 


O heavy newes! King JaMEs did ſay, 
Scotland can witneſle bee, 
I have not any captaine more 
Of ſuch account as hee. 


Like tydings to King Hr NR came, 
Within as ſhort a ſpace, 

That PERCY of NORTHUMBERLAND 
Was ſlain in Chevy-chaſe : 


Now Cop be with him, ſaid our king, 
Sith it will no better bee; 

I truſt I have, within my realme, 
Five hundred as good as hee: 


| 
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Yet ſhall not Scotts nor Scotland ſay, a 
But I will vengeance take, 
I'll be revenged on them all, 
For brave Earl PERC “s fake. 


This vow full well the king perform'd 
After, on Himnbledowne 

In one day, fifty knights were flayne, 
With lords of great renowne : 


And of the reſt, of ſmall account, 
Did many thouſands dye : 1 

Thus endeth tlie hunting of Chevy-Chaſe, 
Made by the Earl PERCY. 


Go» fave the king, and bleſs this land 
In plentye, joy, and peace ; | 

And grant henceforia, that foule debate 
Twint noblemen may ceaſe. 


EDWARD, EDWanD. 


UH Y dois zour brand ſae drap wi? bluid, 
Q' Eb w AND, EHM ARD? 
Quhy dois zour brand ſee drap wi' bluid? 

And quhy ſae fad gang zee, O? 
O, I hae Killed my hauke ſae guid, 
Mither, mither: 
O, I hae killed my hauke ſue guid; 
And 1 had 1ac mair bot hee, O. 


Your haukis bluid was nevir ſae reid; 
EDWARD, EDWARD. 
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Tour hankis bluid was nevir ſae reid; 
My deir ſon I tell thee, O. 
©, 1 hae killed my reid-roan ſteid, 
Mither, mither: 
O, I hae killed my reid - roan ſteid, 
That erſt was fair and frie, O. 


Zour ſteid was = auld, and. ze hae gat mair, 
EDpWARD, EDwaRD: 
Zour ſteid was auld, and ze hae gat mair, 
Sum other dule ze drie, O. 


O, I hae killed my fadir deir, 


Mither, mitker: 
O, 1 hae killed my fadir deir, 
Alas! and wae is mee, O! 


And quhatten penance wul ze drie for that ? ? 
EvwarpD, EDW. ARD, 
And Wan penance wul ze arie for that? 
My Ceir fon, now tell me, O. 
Ile ſet my feit in zonder boat, 
| Mither, mither : 
Ile ſet my feit in zonder boat, 
And Ile fare over the ſea, O. 


Ard quhat wul ze doe wi” zour touirs and zour ha', 
EDwarD, EpwarD? 
And quhat wul ze doe wi” zour towirs and zour ha', 
That were ſae fair to ſee, O? 
Ile let thame ſtand tull they donn fa), 
| Mither, mither: 
Ile let thame ſtand till they doun fa”, 
For here nevir mair maui I bee, O. 
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And quhat wul ze leive to zour bairns and zour wife, . 
7 EvwaAaRD, EDWARD? 
And quhat wul ze leive to zour bairns and zour wife, 
Quhan ze gang ovir the ſea, O? = 4 
The warldis room, late thame beg thrae life, 
Mither, mither : 
The warldis room, let them beg thrae life, 
For thame nevir mair wul I fee, O. 


And quhat wul ze leive to zour ain mither deir, 
EowaRD, EDwaARD ? 

And quhat wul ze leive to zour ain mither deir, 

My deir ſon, now tell mee, O? 
The curſe of hell frae me fall ze beir, 

| Mither, mither : 

The curſe of hell frae me ſall ze beir, 

Sic counſeils ze gave to me, O. 


Lady BoTHWELL's Lament, 


ALow, my boy, ly ſtill and ſleep, 
It grieves me fair to hear thee weep z; 

If thoul't be filent, I'll be glad, | 
Thy mourning makes my heart full ſad. 
Balow, my boy, thy mother's joy, 
Thy father bred me great annoy. 
Balow, my dear, lie ſtill and ſleep, 
It grieves me /air to hear thee tuet p. 


| Balow, my darling, fleep a while, 
And when thou waK'it then ſweetly ſinile; 
F 3 
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But ſmile not as thy father did, 

To cozen maids, nay GO bp forbid ;. 

For in thine eye his look I fee, 

The tempting look that ruin'd me. 
Balow, my boy, etc. 


Wher he began to court my love, 

And with his ſugar'd words to move, 
His tempting face, and flatt'ring chear, 
In time to me did not appear; 

But now I ſee that cruel he 

Cares neither for his babe nor me. 


Elo, my boy, etc. 
Fareweel, fareweel, thou falſeſt youth 
That ever kiſd'd a woman's mouth; 
F et never any after me 
Submit unto thy courteſy: 


For, if they do, O! cruel thou 


Wilt her abufe, and care not how. 
. Balow, my boy, etc. 


1 was too cred'lous at the firſt, 

To yield thee all a maiden durſt ; 
Thou ſwore for ever true to prove, 
Thy faith unchang'd, unchaug'd thy love; 


But quick as thought the change is wrought, 


Thy love nae mar, thy promiſe nought. 
Balou, my boy, etc. 


O gin I were a maid again, 

From young mens flatt'ry Pd refrain, 
For now unto my grief 1 find 

They all are perjur'd and unkind ; 
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Bewitching charms bred all my harms, 
Witneſs my babe lyes in my arms. 
Balow, my boy, etc. 


J tak my fate from bad to worſe, 

That I muſt needs be now a nurſe, 

And lull my young ſon on my lap: 

From me, ſweet orphan, tak the pap: 

Balow, my child, thy mother mild 

Shall wail as from all bliſs exil'd. 
Balow, my boy, etc. 


Balow, my boy, weep not for me, 

Whoſe greateſt grief's for wrauging thee, 

Nor pity her deſerved ſmart, 

Who can blame none but her fond heart; 

For, too foon truſting lateſt finds, 

With faireſt tongues are falſeſt minds. 
Balow, my boy, etc, 


Balow, my boy, thy father*s fled, 

When he the thriftleſs ſon hath play c; 

Of vows and oaths forgetful, he 

Preferr'd the wars to thee and me. 

But now, perhaps, thy curſe and mine 

Make him eat acorns with the fwine. 
Harem my boy, etc. 


But curſe not him ; perheps now ke, 
Stung with remorſe, is bleſling thee : 
Perhaps at death; for who can tell, 
Whether the Judge of heaven or hell, 
By ſome proud foe has flruck the blow, 
And laid the dear deceiver low? 
Balou, my boy, etc, a 
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I wiſh I were into the bounds, 

Where he lyes ſmother'd in his wounds, 

Repeating, as he pants for air, 

My name, whom once he call'd his fair. 

No woman's yet ſo fiercely ſet, 

But ſhe'll forgive, though not forget. 
Balow, my boy, etc. 


Tf linen lacks, for my love's ſake, 

Then quickly to him would I make 

My ſinock once for his body meet, 

And wrap him in that winding-ſheet, 

Ah me ! how happy had I been, 

If he had ne'er been wrapt therein. 
Balou my boy, etc. 


Balow, my boy, I'll weep for thee : 
Too ſoon, alake, thou'lt weep for me: 
Thy griefs are growing to a ſum, 
Go grant thee patience when they come; 
Born to ſuſtain thy mother's ſhame, 
A hapleſs fate, a baſtard's name. 

Balow, my boy, ly ſtill and ſleep, 

It grieves me ſair to hear thee weep. 
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The Braes of Varrqw. 


„ 


A. USK ye, buſk ye, my bonny bonny bride, 
Butk ye, buik ye, my winſome marrow z 


Buſk ye, buſk ye, my bonny bony bride, 


And think nae mair on the braes of Yarrow, 
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. Where gat ye that bonny bonny bride ? 
Where gat ye that winſome marrow ? 

A. 1 gat her where I dare nae weil be ſeen, 
Puing the birks on the braes of Yarrow. 

Weep not, weep not, my bonny bonny bride, 

| Weep not, weep not, my winſome marrow z 

Nor let thy heart lament to lieve 

Puing the birks on the braes of Yarrow. 


B. Why does ſhe weep, thy bonny bonny bride ? 
Why does ſhe weep thy winfome marrow 2 
And why dare ye nae mair weil be ſeen 
Puing the birks on the braes of Yarrow ? 


A. Lang maun ſhe weep, lang muan ſhe, maun ſhe weepy 
Lang maun ſhe weep with dule and ſorrow, 

And lang maun I nae mair weil be ſeen 
Puing the birk on the braes of Yarrow. 


For ſhe has tint hir luver luver dear, 


Her luver dear, the cauſe of ſorrow, 
And I hae ſlain the comelieſt ſwain 


That &er pu'd birk on the braes of Yarrow. 


Why run thy ſtreams, O Yarrow, Yarrow, red? 
Why on thy braes heard the voice of forrow ? 
And why yon melancholeous weeds 
Bt * bonny birks of Y arrow ? 
floats.on. the rueful, rueful ſtream ? 
wo yonder floats ? O dule and forrow ! 


'Tis he the comely ſwain I flew 
Upon the doleful braes of Yarrow. 


Waſh, O waſh his wounds, his wounds in tears, 
His wounds in tears, with dule and ſorrow, 
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And wrap his limbs in mourning weids, 
And lay him on the braes of Y arrow. 


Then build, then build, ye ſiſters ſiſters ſad, 
Ye Sitters ſad, his tomb with ſorrow, 
And weep around in waeful wiſe, 
His hapleſs fate on the braes of Varro. 


Curſe ye, curſe ye, his uſeleſs uſeleſs ſhield, 
My arm that wrought the deid of ſorrow, 
The fatal ſpeir that pierc'd his breaſt, 

His comely breaſt on the braes of Yarrow. 4 
Did I not warn thee not to lue, : 1 
And warn from fight; but to my ſorrow, 0 

D'er raſhly bald a ſtronger arm | 
Thou met'ſt, and fell on the braes of Yarrow. * 


Sweet ſmellsthe birk, green grows, green grows the graſs, 
Yallow on Yarrow's banks the gowan, 

Fair bangs the apple frae the rock, 
Sweet the wave of Yarrow flowan. 


Flows Yarrow ſweet? as ſweet as ſweet flows T weed, 
As green its graſs, its gowan as yellow, 

As ſweet ſinells on its braes the birk, 
The apple frae the rock as mellow. 


Fair was thy luve, fair fair indeed thy luve, 
In flowry bands thou him did'it fetter; 

Tho” he was feir and well beluv'd again, 
Than me he never lued thee better. 


Buſk ye, then buſk, my bonny bonny bride, 
Buik ye, buſk ye, my winſome marrow, 

Buſk ye, and lue me on the banks of Tweed, 
And think pag mair on the braes of Yarrow: 
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C. How can I buſk a bonny bonny bride ? 
How can I buſk a winfome marrow ? 
How lue him on the banks of Tweed, 
That flew my hive on the braes of Yarrow, 


O Yarrow fields, let never never rain, 
No dew thy tender bloſſoms cover, 
For there was baſely ſlain my Jnve, 
My luve, as he had not been a lover. 


The boy put on his robes, his robes of green, 
His purple veſt, *twas my awn ſeuing; 
Ah! wretched me ! I little little kend 
He was in theſe to meet his ruin. 


The boy took out his milk-white milk-white ſeed, 
Unhieedful of my dule and ſorrow ; 
But e'er the toofal of the night 


He lay a corps ou the braes of Yarrow. 


Much I rejoic'd that waeful waeful day ; 

I feng, my voice the woods returning : 
But lang e'er night the ſpear was flown 
That flew my luve, and left me mourning. 


What can my barbarous barbarous father do, 
But with his cruel rage purſue me ? 
My luver”s blood is on thy ſpear, 
How can'ſt thou, barbarous man, then woo me? 


My happy ſiſters may be may be proud; 
With cruel, and ungentle ſcoffin, 
May bid me ſeek on Yarrow braes 
My luver nailed in his coflin. 


My brother DouGLAS may upbraid, 
And ſtrive with threatning words to move me: 
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My luver's blood is on thy ſpear, 
How can'ſt thou ever bid me luve thee? 


Yes, yes, prepare the bed, the bed of luve, 
With bridal ſheets my body cover; 
Unbar, ye bridal.maids, the door, 
Let in the expected huſband lover. 


But who the expected huſband huſband is ? 
His hands, methinks, are bath'd in ſlaughter; 
Ah me! what ghaſtly ſpectre's yon. 
Comes, in his pale ſhroud, bleeding after? 

Pale as he is, here lay him lay him down, 

O lay his cold head on my pillow ; 

Tak aff tak aff theſe bridal weids, 

And crown my careful head with willow. 


Pale tho! thou art, yet beſt yer beſt beluv'd, 
O could my wramth to life reſtore thee ! 
Yet lye all night between my brieſts, 
No youth lay ever there before thee. 


Pale pale indeed, O luvely luvely youth, 
Forgive, forgive ſo foul a {laughter ! 
And lye all night between my brieſts, 
No youth ſhall evir lye there after. 
A. Return, return, O mournful mournful bride, 
Return, and dry thy uſeleſs ſorrow, 


Thy luver heeds nought of thy ſighs, 


He lyes a corps on the braes of Y orrow, 


. 
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GILDEROx. 


FYILDEROY was a bonny boy, 
Had roſes tull his ſhoone, 
His ſtockings were of ſilken ſoy, 
Wi' garters hanging down ; 
It was, I weene, a comlie ſight, 
To ſee ſae trim a boy; Fa | 
He was my joy and heart's delight, 
My handſome GitDEROY. 


Oh ! ſick twa charming een he had, 
A breath as ſweet as roſe, 

He never ware a Highland plaid, 
But coſtly filken clothes; 

He gain'd the luve of ladies gay, 
Nane eir tull him was coy ; 

Ah! wae is mee! I mourn the day, 
For my dear G41LDEROY. 


My Gr1DEROY and I were born, 
Baith in one toun together, 

We ſcant were ſeven years beforn 
We gan to luve each other ; 
Our dadies and our mammies thay 
Were fil'd wi” mickle joy, 

To think upon the bridal day 
'Twixt me and G1LDEROY. 


For G1LDEROY that luve of mine, 
Gude faith, I freely bought 
A wedding ſark of holland fine, 
Wi filken flowers wrought 3 
And he gied me a wadding ring, 
Which I receiv'd wi' joy, 
Vol. I. 8 
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Nae lad nor laſſie eir could ſing, 
Like my love GILDERO Y. 


Wy? mickle joy we ſpent our prime, 
Till we were baith ſixteen, 

And aft we paſt the langſome time, 
Amang the leaves ſae green ; 

Aft on the banks we'd fit us thair, 
And ſweetly kiſs and toy, 

Wi' garlands gay wad deck my hair, 
My handſome GiLDEROY. 


Oh! that he ſtill had been content 
Wi' me to lead his life; 

But, ah! his manfu' heart was bent 
To ſtir in feates of ſtrife: 

And he in many a venturous deed, 
His courage bauld wad try, 

And now this gars mine heart to bleed 
For my dear GiLDEROY. 


And han of me his leave he tuik, 
The tears they wat mine ee ; 
I gave tull him a parting luik, 
«« My benifon gang wi' thee ! 
God ſpeid thee weil, mine ain dear heart, 
For gane is all my joy ; 
My heart is rent ſith we maun part, 
My handſome GiLDEROY.” * 


My G1LDEROY baith far and near, 
Was fear'd in evry town, 
And bauldly bare away the gear 
Of many a lawland lown ; 
Nane eir durit meit him man to man, 
He was ſae brave a boy, 
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At length wi' numbers he was tane, 
My winſome G1LDEROY. 


The Queen of Scots poſſeſſed nought 
That my love let me want: 

For cow and ew he brought to me, 
And e'en when they were ſlant. 

Alt theſe did honeſtly poſieſs, 
He never did annoy, 

Who never fail'd to pay their ceſs * 
To my love GIiLDEROY. 


Wae worth the loun that made the laws 
To hang a man for gear, 

To *reave of life for ox or afs, 
For ſheep, or horſe, or mare ; 

Had not their laus been made ſae Atrict 
I neir had loſt my joy, 

Wi' ſorrow neir had wat my cheek 
For my dear GI1LDEROY. 


Gif GiLDEROY had done amiſſe 
He movght hae bamſht been, 

Ah ! what ſair cruelty is this 
To hang fik handſome men; 

To hang the flower o' Scogh land, 
Sae ſweet and fair a boy; 

Nae lady had ſae white a hand 
As thee, my GILBEROY. 


Of G1LDEROY ſae *fraid they were, 
They bound him 1hickle ſtroug, 


This ceſs which was paid by the inhabitants of the High- 
lands of Scotland to the robbers of that country, was 2 com- 
poſttion for ſparing their cattle and effects, and is well known 
by the Name of the BLACK MAIL. | 
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Tull Edenburrow they led him thair, 
And on a gallows hung : 


They hung him high,aboon the reſt, 


He was ſae trim a boy, 
T hair dyed the youth whom I lued beſt, 
My handſome GiLDEROY. 


Thus having yielded up his breath, 
1 bare his corpſe away, 
Wi' tears that trickled for his death, 
I waſht his comely clay ; 
And ſicker in a grave ſe deep | 
I laid the dear-lued boy, | 
Ard now for evir maun I weep 
My winfome GILDEROY, 


WII. LIAM's Ghoſt. 


HF RE came a ghoſt to ManG'xE T's door, 
With many a grievous groan, 
And ay he ticled at the pin, 
But anſwer made ſhe none. 


Is that my father PBIL 1p? 

Or is't my brother Jo AN? 
Or is't my true love WILLIE 
From Scotland new come home? 


—— re 


Tis not thy father Pn1L1P, 
Nor yet thy brother JON; 
But 'tis thy true love WILLIE, 
From Scotland new come home. 


O ſweet MAROG RET! O dear MARGARET * 
I pray thee ſpeak to me, 


— ps 
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Give F my faith and troth, MARC “RET! 
As I gave it to thee. 


Thy faith and troth thou's never get, 
Nor yet will I thee lend, 

Till that thou come within my bower, 
And kifs my cheek and chin. 


If I ſhould come within thy bower, 
I am no eartluy man; 

And ſhould I kit thy roſy lips, 
Thy days would not be lang. 


O ſweet MARC RET! O dear ManG%atm | 
I pray thee ſpeak to me; 


Give me my faith and troth, ManG'ret ! 


As I gave it to thee. 


Thy faith and troth thou's never get, 
Nor yet will I thee lend, 


Till you take me to yon kirk-yard, 


And wed me with a ring. 

My bones are buried in yon kirk-yard, 
Afar beyond the ſea; 

And it is but my ſp'rit, ManGc'rET, 
That's now ſpeaking to thee. 


She ſtretched out her lily-white hand, 
And for to do her beſt ; 


Hae, there's your faith and troth, WILLIE 5 


God fend your ſaul good reſt! 


Now ſhe has kilted her robes of green 
A piece below her knee, 
And a' the live-lang winter - night 
The dead corpſe foilow'd ſhe. 
G 3 
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Is there any room at your head, WILLIE, 
Or any room at your feet, 

Or any room at your fide, WILL1E, 
Wherein that 1 may creep? 


There's no room at my head, MARG'RET,. 
Tuere's no room at my feet, 

There's no room at my ſide, MARG*RET,. 
My coftin's made ſ6 meet: 


Then up and crew the red. ceek, 
And up then crew the gray, 

'Tis time, tis time, my dear MARG'RET.,. 
That youu were going away. 


No more the ghoſt to MARGRET ſaid, 
But, with a grievous groan, 

Evaniſh'd in a cioud of milt, 
And left her all alone. 


O ſtay, my only true love, ſtay, 
The conſtant MaRG'kEmT cry'd ; 
Wan grew her cheeks, ſhe clos'd her een, 
Stretch'd her ſoft limbs, and dy'd. 


WILLIAM and MARGARET. 


< [Had wg at the fearful midnight hour, 

When all were fait aſleep, 

In glided Manor grimly ghoſt, 
And {ſtood at WiLLiAan's feet. 


Her face was pale fike April morn, 
Clad in a wintery cloud; 

And clay-coid was her liiy- hand 

That held her ſable ſnroud. 
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So ſhall the faireſt Face appear, 
When youth and years are flowm: 
$uclr is the robe that kings muſt wear, 
W hen death has reft their crown. 


Her bloom was like the ſpringing flower, 
That ſips the ſilver dew ; 

The roſe was budded in her cheek, 
Juſt op'ning to the view : 


But love had, like the canker-worm,, 
Conſum'd her early prime : 

The roſe grew pale, and left her chiles 5 
She dy'd before her time. 


Awake ! ſhe cry'd, thy true love calls, 
Come from her midnight grave; 
Now let thy pity hear the maid, 
Thy love refus'd to ſave. 


This is the dumb and dreary hour,, 
When injur'd ghoſts complain, 

And aid the ſecret fears of night, 
To fright the faithleſs man. 


Bethink thee, WILLIAM, of thy fault, 
Thy pledg'd and broken eath, 

And give me back my maiden-vow,, 
And give me back my troth. 


How could you Gay my face was fair; 
And yet that face forſake ? 

How could you win my virgin-heart,. — 
Yet leave that heart to break? 


Why did you promiſe love to me, 
And not that promiſe keep 2 
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Why ſaid you that my eyes were bright, 
Yet left theſe eyes to weep? © 


How could you ſwear my lip was ſweet, 
And made the ſcarlet pale ? 

And why did I, young witleſs maid, 
Believe the flatt'ꝰring tale? 


That face, alas! no more is fair; 
Theſe lips no longer red; 

Dark are my eyes, now clos'd in death 
And every charm is fled. 


The hungry worm my ſiſter is; 
This winding-ſheet I wear: 

And cold and weary laſts our night, 
Till that laſt morn appear. 


But hark !---the cock has warn'd me hence--< 
A long and late adieu ! | 

Come ſce, falſe man! how low ſhe lyes, 
That dy'd for love of you. 


The lark ſung out, the morning ſmil'd, 
And rais'd her gliſt'ning head: 

Pale WILLIAM quak'd in every limb, 
Then, raving, left his bed. 


He hy'd him to tlie fatal place 
Where MARC RTI 's body lay, 

And ſtretch'd him o'er the green graſs- turf 
That wrapp'd her breathleſs clay. 


And thrice he call'd on MARGARE T's name, 
And thrice he wept full ſore; 

Then laid his cheek on her cold grave, 

And word ſpoke never more, 
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WALY Valy up the bank, 
And waly waly down the brae, 
And waly waly by yon burn-ſide, 
Where I and my love were wont to gae. 
J leant my back unto an ak, _. 
I thought it was a truſtie trie; 
But firſt it bow'd, and ſyne it brake, 
And ſae my true love did lyghtlie me. 


O waly waly gin love be bonny 
A little time while it is new 
But when its auld it waxeth cauld, 
And fades awa' like morning-dew. 
O wherfore ſhu'd I buſk my head? - 
Or wherfore ſuu'd I kame my hair? 
For my true love has me forſook, 
And ſays he'll never loe me mair. 


Now Arthur-ſeat ſall be my bed, 

The ſheits ſall neir be fyPd by me: 
Saint Anton's wall fall be my drink, 

Since my true love has forſaken me. 
Marti'mas wind, whan wilt thou blaw, 

And ſhake the green leaves aff the trie? 
O gentle death, han wilt thou cum? 
For of my life f am wearie. 


'Tis not the froſt that freezes fell, 
Nor blawing ſnaw's inclemencie 5 
Tis not ſick cauld that makes me cry, 
But my love's heart grown cauld to me. 
Whan we came in by Glaſgowe town, 
We were a comely ſight to ſee ; 
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My love was cled i' th' black velvet, 
And I myſell in cramaſie. 


But had I wiſt before I kiſst, 
That love had been ſae ill to win, 
J had lockt my heart in a caſe of gowd, 
And pinn'd it wi' a filler pin. 
Oh, oh ! if my young babe were borne, 
ö , And ſet upon the nurſe's knee, 
* And I myſell were dead and gone, 
For a maid again Ile never be! 
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W1LL IE's drown'd in Yarrow. 


ILLIE's rare, and WILLI E's fair, 
and WILLI 's wondrous bonny, 
And WILLI hecht to marry me, 
Gin e'er he married ony. 


Yeſtreen I made my bed fu' braid, 
This night Dll make it narrow; 

For a' the live-lang winter-night 
Til ly twia'd of my marrow. 


O came you by yon water-ſide ? 
Pu'd you the roſe or lilly? 

Or came you by yon meadow-green ? 
Or ſaw ye my ſweet WILLIE ? 


She ſought him eaſt, ſhe ſought him weſt, 
She ſought him braid and narrow; 

Syne in the clegving of a craig 1 

She found him drown'd in Yarrow, | 


» 
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BoTHWELI. 


S BorR WTI IL was walking in the lowlands alane, 


Hey down, and a down. 

He met fix ladies ſac gallant and fine, 

Fey down,” and a down *, 
He caſt his lot amang them a', 
And on the youngeſt his lot did fa”. 
He's brought her frae her mother's bower, 
Unto his ſtrongeſt caſtle and tower. 
But ay ſhe cried and made great moan, 
And ay the tear came trickling down. 
Come up, come up, ſaid the foremoſt man; 
I think our bride comes flowly on. 
O Lady, fits your ſaddle awry ? 
Or is your ſteed for you owre high ? 
My ſaddle is not ſet awry, 
Nor carries me my ſteed owre high: 
But I am weary of my life, 
Since I maun be Lord BoraweEeLL's wife. 
He's blawn his hora ſae ſharp and ſhirill, 
Up ſtart the deer on every hill. 
He's blawn his horn ae lang and loud, 
Up ſtart the deer in gude green wood. 
His Lady Mother lookit owre the caſtle wa', 
And ſhe ſaw them riding ane and a'. 
She's cal”d upon her maids by feven, 
To mak lus bed baith ſaft and even: 
She's call'd upon her cooks by nine, 
To make their dinner fair and fine. 
When day was gane, and night wes come, 
What alls my love on me to frown ? 


Tha chorus repeated at the end of each liue. 
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Or does the wind blow in your glove ? 

Or runs your mind on another love? 
Nor blows the wind within my glove, 

Nor runs my mind on another love ; 

But I not maid nor maiden am, 

For I'm wi' bairn to another man. 

I thought I'd a maiden ſae meek and ſae mild, 
But I've nought but a woman wi' child. 

His mother's taen her up to a tower, 

And lockit her in her ſecret bower : 

Now, doughter mine, come tell to me, 
Wha's bairn this is that you are wi ? 

O mother dear, I canna learn | 

Wha is the faither of my bairn ; 

But as I walk'd in the lowlands my lane, 

I met a gentleman gallant and fine ; 

He keepit me there ſae late and ſae lang, 
Frae the ev'ning late till the morning dawn, 
And a' that he gied me to my propine, 
Was a pair of green gloves and a gay gold ring; 
- Three lauchters of his yellow hair, 

In caſe that we ſhou'd meet nae mair. 

His Lady Mother went down the ſtair. 

Now ſon, now ſon, come tell to me, 
Where's the green gloves I gave to thee. 
I gied to a lady, ſae fair and ſae fine, 

The green gloves and a gay gold ring; 

But I wad gie any caſtles and towers, 

I had that lady within my bowers : 

But I wad gie my very life, 
T h:d that lady to be my wife. 

Now keep, now keep your caſtles and towers, 
You have that lady within your bowers ; 
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Wow keep, now keep your very life, 
You have that lady to be your wife. 
O rove my lady in ſattin and filk, 

And waſh my ſon in the morning-milk. 
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Fair MARGARET and Sweet WILLI Ax. 


S it fell out on a long ſummer's day 
Two lovers they ſat on a hill ; 
They ſat together a long ſummer's day, 
And could not talk their All. 


I ſee no harm by you, MARC ARET) 
And you fee none by mee: 
Before to-morrow at eight o'clock 
A rich weddiag you ſhall ſee. 


Fair MARGARETAite in her bower-window, 


A combing of her hair; 
She ſpy'd Sweet WILLIAM and his bride, 
As they were a riding near. 


Down ſhe layd her ivory combe, 
And up ſhe bound her hair ; 

She went her way forth of the bower, 
But never more-came there. 


When day was gone, and night was come, 
And all men faſt afleep, 

There came the ſpirit of Fair MaRG'atT, 

And. ſtood at WILLIAMS feet. | 


God give you joy, you lovers true, 
In bride-bed faſt _— 3 
a. H 
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Lo! I am going to my green-graſs grave, 
And I'm in my winding-ſheet. 


When day was come, and night was gone, 
And all men wak'd from ſleep, 
Sweet WILLIAM to his lady ſay'd, 
My dear, I have cauſe to weep, 


I dreamt a dream, my dear lady, 
Such dreames are never good, 

I dreamt my bower was full of red ſwine, 
And my bride-bed full of blood. 


Such dreams, ſuch dreams, my honoured Sir, 
They never do prove good; 

To dream thy bower was full of red ſwine, 
And thy bride-bed full of blood. 


He called up his merry men all, 
By one, by two, and by three : 

Saying, Vu away to Fair MARG*RETS bower, 
By the leave of my lady. | 


And when he came to fair ManG'rRETs bower, 
He knocked at the ring; 

So ready were her ſeven brethren 
To let Sweet WILLIAM in. 


Then he turned up the covering-ſheet, 
Pray let me ſee thee dead; 

Methia'ss ſhe does look pale and wan, 
She has loſt her cherry red. 


I' do more for thee, MARC ARE T, 
| Than any of thy kin; 

For I will Kis thy pale wan lips, 
Though a ſmile I cannot win, 
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With that beſpake the ſeven brethren, 
Making moſt piteous mone : 

You may go kiſs your jolly brown bride, 
And let our lifter alone. 


If I do kiſs my joliy brown bride, 
I do but what is right ; 

For I made no vow to your ſiſter dear, 
By day, nor yet by night. 


Pray tell me then how much you'll deal 
Of your white bread and your wine ; 
So much as is dealt at her funeral to-day, 

To-morrow ſhall be dealt at mine. 


Fair MARGARET dyed to-day, to-day, 
Sweet WiLL1AaM dycd the morrow : 
Fair MAROC AREH dyed for pure true love, 

Sweet WILLIAM dyed for ſorrow. 


MARGARET was buryed in the lower chancel, 
And WILLIAM in the higher: 

Out of Yer breſt there ſprang a roſe, 
And out of his a briar. 


They grew as high as the church-top, 
Tul they could grow no higher ; 

And there they grew in a true lovers knot, 
Made all the folke adimire. 


Then came the clerk of the pariſh, 
As you this truth ſhai! hear, 
And by mi-fortune cut them down, 


Or they had {till been there. 
H 2 
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Fine Flowers o' the Valley. 


HERE was three ladies in a ha', 
Fine flowers ?* tbe valley; 

There cam three lords amang them a', 
The red, green, and the yellow. 


The ficſt of them was clad in red, 
Fine flowers i' the valley; 
O lady fair, will ye be my bride? 
W? the red, green, and the yellow. 


The ſecond of them was clad in green, 
Fine flowers i' the valley; 

O lady fair, will ye be my queen? 
WY the red, green, and the yellow. 


The third of them was clad in yellow, 
Fine flowers i' the valley; 

O lady fair will ye be my marrow ? 
Wy the red, green, aud the yellow. 


Lou muſt afl: my father dear, 
Fine flowers i' the valley; 
Lilze viſe the mothcr that did me bear, 
Wy the red, green, and the yellow, 


Yon muſt aſk my ſiſter Ax N, 

Fine flowers i' the valley; 
And not forget my brother Jo nN, 

Wi' the red, green, and the yellow. 
I have all. t thy father dear, 

Fine flowers 1 the valley; 
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Likewiſe the mother that did thee bear,, 
Wi the red, green, and the yetiow.. 


I have aſt thy ſiſter ANN, 
Fine flowers i' the valley; 
But I forgot thy brother Io HN, 
WI' the red, green, and the yellow. 


Her father led her through the ha', 
Fine flowers i' the valley; 

Her mother danc'd before them a', 
Wi' the red, green, and the yellow. 


Her ſiſter Ax x led her through the cloſs,, 


Fine flowers i' the valley; 
Her brother jo i x put her on her horſe, 
Wi' the red, green, and the yellow. 


You are high and I am low, 
Fine flowers i“ the valley: 

Let me have a kiſs before you go, 
Wi' the red, green, and the yellow. 


She was fouting down · to kiſs him ſweet; 
Fine flowers i' the valley; : 

Wi' his penknife he wounded her deep, 
Wi' the red, green, and the yellow. 


O lead me over into yon ſtile, 
Fine flowers i' the valley; 

That I may ſtop and breathe a While, 
Wi' the red, green, and the yellow. 


O lead me over into yon ſtair, 


Fine flowers i' the valley 
H 3: 
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For there DU ly and bleed ne mair, 
Wi' the red, green, and the yellow. 


O what will you leave your father dear? 
Fine flowers i' the valley; 

That milk-white ſteed that brought me here,, 
Wy the red, green, and the yellow. 


O what will you leave your mother dear? 
Fine flowers i' the valley; 

The ſilken gown that I did wear, 
Wi' the red, green, and the yellow. 


O what will you leave your ſiſter ANN ? 
Fine flowers i' the valley; 

My ſi:ken ſnood and golden fan, 
Wy the red, green, and the yellow. 


What will you leave your brother Joux ? 
Fine flowers i' die valley; 

The higheſt gallows to hing him on: 
Wi' che red, green, aud the yellow. 


What will you leave your brother Jo R N's wife? 
Fine flowers i' the valley; 

Grief and ſorrow to end her life, 
Wi' the red, green, and the yellow. 


What will you leave your brother Jo R N's bairns? 


Fine flowers i' the valley; 
The worid wide for them to range, 
WY? the red, green, and the yellow. 
She louted down to ge a Kits, 
With a hey and a lily gay; 


$SCOTS SONGS. 91 


He ſtack his penknife in her haſs, 
And the roſe it ſinells ſo ſweetly. 


Ride up, ride up, cry*d the foremoſt man, 
With a hey and a lilly gay; 

I think our bride looks pale and wan, 
And the roſe it ſinells ſo ſweetly. 


* 
Liz IE WAN. 


IZIE WAN fits at her father's bowrer door, 
Weeping and making a mane, 

And by there came her father dear, 

What ails thee, LIZ IE WAN? 


J ail, and I ail, dear father, ſhe ſaid, 
Aud I'll tell you a reaſon for why, 
There is a child between my twa ſides, 

Between my dear Billy and I. 


Now LIz ix Wax ſits at her fathers bower deor, 
Sighing and making a mane, 

And by there came her brother dear, 
What ails thee, LIZ IT Wan? 


J ail, I ail, dear brother, ſhe ſaid, ; 

And I'l tell you a reaſon why, J 
There is a child between my twa ſides, 

Between you, dear Billy, and I. 


And haſt thou told father and mother of that, 
And haſt thou told ſae o' me? | 

And he has drawn his gude braid ſword, ; 
That hang down by his knee, 
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And he has cutted off LIZ IR WAN “'s head, 
And hir fiir body in three, 

And he's awa to his mother's bower, 
And ſair aghaſt was he. 


What ails thee, what ails thee, GEORDY WAN, 
What ails thee ſae faſt to rin-? | 
For I ſee by thy ill colour, 
Some fallow's deed thou haſt done, 


Some fallow's deed I have done mother, 
And I pray you pardon me, 
For I've cutted off my greyhound's head, 
He wadnae rin for me. 


Thy grayhound's bluid was never ſae red, 
O my fon GrORUY WAN, 

For I ſee by thy ill colour, 
Some fallow's deed thou haſt done. 


Some fallow's deed I hae done mother, 


And I pray you pardon me, 
For I hae cutted off LIZ IEK WAx's head 


And hir fair body in three. 


O what will thou do vahen thy father comes hame, 
O my ſon GxoRDY WAN? 

Til ſet my foot in a bottomleſs boat, | 
And ſwim to the ſea ground. | | 


And when will-thou come hame again, 
1 EN O my ſon GEroRDY WAN, | 
4 : | | The ſun and the moon ſhall dance on the green, 

That night when I come hame, 


3 
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May CoLvIX. 


ALS E Sir Jon a wooing came, 
To a maid of beauty fair; 

May ColVIN was this lady's name, 
Her father's only heir. | 


He woeo'd her butt, he. woo'd her ben, 
He woo'd her in the. ha', 
Until he got this lady's conſent, 
To mount and ride awa'. 


He went down to her father's bowerg, 
Where all the ſteeds did ſtand, 

And he's taken one of the beſt ſteeds 
That was in her father's hand, 


He's got on, and ſhe's got on,, 
And fait as they could flee, 

Until they. came to a loneſome part, 
A rock by the {ide of the ſea. 


Loup off the ſteid, ſays falſe Sir Jo HN. 
Your bridal bed you ſee, 

For I have drowned ſeven young ladies, 
The eight ane you ſhall be. 


Caſt off, caſt off, my May CoLviN,. 
All, and your ſilken gown, 

For its o'er good, and o'er coſtly, 
To rot in the ſalt ſea foam, 


Caſt off, caſt of, my May Col vix, 
All, and your embroidered ſhune,, 
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For they are o'er good and o'er coſtly, 
To rot in the ſalt ſea foam. 


O turn you about, O falſe Sir Jo N, 
And look to the leaf of the tree, 
For it never became a gentleman, 
A naked woman to ſee. 


He turn'd himſelf ſtraight round about, 
To look to the leaf of the tree, 

So ſwift as May COLVIN was 
To throw him in the ſea. 


O help, O help, my May CoLvin, 
O help or elſe I'll drown : 

I'll take you hame to your father's bower, 
And ſet you down ſafe and ſound. 


No help, no help, you falſe Sir JouN, 
No help, nor pity thee ; 

Though ſeven king's daughters you have wa 
But the eight ſhall not be me. 


So ſhe went on her father's ſteed, 
As ſwift as ſhe could flee, 

And the cam hame to her father's bower, 
Before it was break of day. 


Up then ſpak the pretty parrot, 
May CoLV1N where have you been? 
What has become of falſe Sir JohN, 
That woo'd you ſo late the ſtreen? 


He woo'd you butt, he woo'd you ben, 
He woo'd you in the ha”, 
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Until he got your own conſent 
For to mount and gang awa'. 


O hold your tongue, my pretty parrot, N 
Lay not the blame upon me. 

Your cup ſhall be of the flowered gold, 
Your cage of the root of the tree. 


Up then ſpake the king himſelf, 

In the bed-chamber where he lay, 
What ails the pretty parrot 

That prattles ſo long ere day ? 


There came a cat to my cage door, 
It almoſt worried me, 

And I was calling on May CoLviN 
To take the cat from me. 


The wee wee Man. 


S I was walking all alone, 
Between a water and a wa?, 
And there I ſpy'd a wee wee man, 
And he was the leaſt that ere I ſaw. 


His legs were ſcarce a ſnathmont's length, 
Ard thick and thimber was his thighs, 
Between his brows there was a ſpan, 
And between his ſhoulders there was three. 


He took up a meikle ſtane, 
And he flang't as fer as I could ſee, 
Though I had beena WALLACE wight, 
I coudna liften't to my knee, 
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O wee wee man, but thou be ſtrong, 
O tell me where thy dwelling be ? 

My dwelling's down at yon" bonny bower, | 
O will you go with me and fee? ©” 


On we lap and awa we rade, 
Till we came to yon bonny green ; 
1 F We 'lighted down for to bait our horte, 
5 1 And out there came a lady fine. 
| Four-and-tweaty at her back, 
| And they were a' clad ont in green, 
| Though the King of Scotland had been there, 
| The warſt o' them might ha' been his queen. 


On we lap and awa we rad, 
Till we came to yon bonny ha?, 
Where the roof was o' the beaten gould, 
And the floor was o' the cryſtal a'. 


When we came to the ſtair foot, 
Ladies were dancing jimp and ſima', 
But in the twinkling of aa eye, | | 
My wee wee man was clean awa'. 


| | A T HE boys of merry Linkim, 
| 4 War playing at the ba', 

An up it ſtand: him ſweet Sir Hu Gk, s 
The flower among them a?. 


He keppit the ba' than wi” his foot, 
And catcht it wi” his knee, | 
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4nd even in at the Jews window, , 
He gart the bonny ba' flee. 


«Caſt out the ba'-to me, fair maid, 
Caſt vut the ba? to me. 

Ah never a bit of it, ſhe ſays, 
Till ye come up to me. 


Come up, ſweet Hun, come up, dear Hun, 
Come up and get the ba”. 

I winna come, I mayna come, 
Without my bonny boys a'. 


Come up, ſweet Hun, come up, dear Hug 8y 
Come up, and ſpeak to me ; 

J mayna come, I winna come, 
Without my bonny boys three. 


She's taen her to the Jew's garden, 
Whar the graſs grew lang and green, 
She's pu'd an apple red and white, 
To wyle the bonny boy in. 


She's wyled him in through ae chamber, 
She's wyPd him in through twa, 

She's wyl'd him till hir ain chamber, 
The flower out owr them a'. 


She's laid him on a dreflin board, 
Whar ſhe did often dine, 

She ſtack a penknife to his heart, 
And dreſs'd him like a ſwine. 


She row'd him in a cake of lead, 
Bade him ly {till and ſleep, 
VoL. I. T 
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She threw him i the Jew's draw-well, 
It was ſiſty fathom deep. 


Whan belies were rung, and maſs was ſung, 
And a' man bound to bed, 

Every lady got hame her ſon, 
But ſweet Sir Hun was dead. 


Bonny Mary. 


T was on an ev'ning (ae ſaft and ſae clear, 
A bonny laſs was milking the kye, 
And by came a troup of gentlemen, 
And rode the bonny lathe by. 


Then one of them ſaid unto her, 

Bonny laſs, pr'ythee ſhew me the way. 
O if I do ſae it may breed me wae, 
For langer I dare nae ſtay. 


But dark and miſty was the night 
Before the bonny laſs came hame; 

Now where hae you been, my ae doughter ? 
I am ſure you was nae your lane. 


O father, a tod has come o'er your lamb, 
A gentleman of high degree, 

And ay whan he ſpake he lifted his hat, 
And bonny bonny blinkit his ee. 


Or eer ſix months were paſt and gane, 
Six months but and other three, 

The laſſie begud for to fret and to frown, 
And think lang for his blinkin ee. 
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O wae be to my father's ſhepherd, 
An ill death may he die; 

He bigged the bughts ſae far frae hame, 3 
And tryſted a gentleman to me. 


It fell upon agother fair evening, 
The bonny laſſie Was milking her ky, 
And by came the troop of gent!emen, 
And rode the bonnie laſlie by. 


Then one of them ſtopt, and faid to her, 
Wha's aught that. baby ye are wi'? 
The laſſie began for to bluth, and think Ky 

To a father as good as ye. | 5 


O had your tongue, my bonny MAY, 
Sae loud I hear you le; 

O dumae you mind the miſty night 
I was in the bught with thee ? 


Now he's come aff lis milk-white ſteed, 
And he has taen her hame : 

Now let your father bring hame the ky, 
You ne'er mair ſhall ca? them agen. 


I am a lord of caſtles and towers, 
With fifty ploughs of land and three, 

And I have gotten the bonnieſt laſs 
That is in this countrie. 


* — 

MacPHERSON's Rant. 7, 1 

VP ſpent my time in rioting, | 7 / 7 4 

Debauch'd my health and ſtrength ; 2 = 4 3 
wy | 
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Pe pillag'd, plunder'd, murdered, 
But now, alas! at length, 
I'm brought to puniſhment direct, 
Pale death draws near to me; 
This end I never did project, 
To hang upon a tree. 


To hang upon a tree! a tree! 
That curs'd unhappy death ! 

Like to a wolf to worried be, 

And choaked in the breath. 

My very heart would ſurely break, 
When this I think upon, 

Did not my courage ſingular, 
Bid penſive thoughts begone. 


No man on earth that draweth breath, 
More courage had than I; 

I dar'd my foes unto their face, 

And would not from them fly; 

This grandeur ſtout, I did keep out, 
Like HEC TOR, manfullle : 

Then wonder one like me, ſo ſtout, 
Should hang upon a tree. 


Th' Fgyptian band I did command, 
With courage more. by far, 
'Than ever did a general 
His ſoldiers in the war. 
+ Being fear'd by all, both great and ſmall, 
I liv'd moſt joyfullie : 
© ! cnrſe upon this fate of mine, 
To hang upon a tree. 


SCOTS SONGS. 


As for my life, I do not care, 
If juſtice would take place, 
And bring my fellow plunderers 
Unto this ſame diſgrace. 
For PETER BROWN, that notour loon, 
Eſcap'd, and was made free; 
O! curſe upon this fate of mine, 
To hang upon a tree. 


Both law and juſtice buried are, 
And fraud and guile ſucceed, 

The guilty paſs unpuniſhed, 
If money interceed. 

The Laird of Grant, that Highland ſaint, 
His mighty majeſtie, 

He pleads the cauſe of PETER BROWN/ 
Aud lets MACPKERSON die. 


The deſt'ny of my life contriv'd 
By thoſe whom I oblig'd, 

Rewarded me much ill for good, 
And left me no refuge. 

For BRACo Dürr, in rage enovgh;. 
He firft laid hands on me; 

And if that death would not prevent,, 
Avenged wou'd I be. 


As for my life, it is but ſhort, 
When 1 ſhall be no more; 

To part with life Jam content, 
As any heretofore. 

Therefore, good people all, take heed}, 
This warning take by me, 

According to the lives you lead,, 
Rewarded ou ſhall —_— 
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ALAVERS, and his Highlandmen, 
Came down upo' the raw, man, 
Who being ſtout, gave mony a clout; 
The lads began to claw then. 
With ſword and terge into their hand, 
Wy which they were nae flaw, man, 
Wi' mony a fearful heavy ſigh, 
The lads began to claw then. 


O'er buſh, o'er bank, o'er ditch, o'er ſtank,. 
She flang amang them a', man; 

The Butter- box got mony knocks, 
Their riggings paid for a' then. 

They got their paiks, wi' ſudden ſtraiks, 
Wuich to their grief they ſaw, man; 

Wy? clinkum clankum o'er their crowns, 
The lads began to fa' then. « 


Hur ſkipt abont, hur leapt about, 

And flang amang them a', man, 

The Engliſh blades got broken heads, 
Their crowns were cleav'd in twa then. 

The durk and door made their laſt hour, 
And prov'd their final fa', man, 

They thought the devil had been there, 
That play'd them fick a paw then. 


The ſolemn League and Covenant 
Came whigging up the hills, man, 

Thought Highland trews durſt not- refuſe 
For to ſubſcribe their bills then. 
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In WĩiIIIE's name they thonght nae ane | 

Durſt ſtop their courſe at a', man, 4 — Game 
But hur nane ſell, wi” mony a knock, — el 
Cryd, Furich<W higgs awa', man. 


— 
Sir E VAN Do, and his men true, # #6 
Came linking up the brink, man; 
The Hogan Dutch they feared ſuch, 
They bred a horrid ſtink then. 
The true MACLEAN, and his fierce men, 
Came in amang them a' man; 
Nane durſt withſtand his heavy hand, 
All fled and ran awa' then. 


O on a ri, O on a ri, 
Why ihould ſhe loſe King SHAMES, man? 
OH? rig in di, ON ris in di, 
She ſhall break a' her banes then; 
With furichiniſ/t, an' ſtay a while, 
And ſpeak a word or twa, man, 
She's gi? a ſtraike, out o'er the neck, 
Befoxe ye win awa' then. 


O fy for ſhame, ye're three for ane, 
Hur zane-ſelPs won the day, man. 
King Su AMEO“ red-coats ſhould be hung up, 
Becauſe they ran awa', then; 
Had bent. their brows, like Highland trows,. 
And made as lang a ſtay, man, 
They'd ſav'd their king, that ſacred thing; 
And W1LLI1E'd ran awa' then. 
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HE REV ſome ſay that we wan, 


ADDINGTON ſa', man; 
WICTMuAN. 


Lord Rox BUR 
In order to ſhare 


Brave IL AV did ſufter for ſa', man, 
And we ran, and they ran, etc. 


j 


An hero that's bold, 

None could him wi 

Ke ſtoutly encounter'd the | 
And we ran, and they an, etc. 


* 
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For the cowardly W------1, 
For fehr they ſhould cut him, 
Seeing glittering broad-ſwords with a pa*; man, 
And thay in ſuch thrang 
Made BA1RD edicang, 
And from the bre clans ran awa', man, 
And we ran,\ and they ran, etc, | 


Brave MAMA and PANMURE 
Were firm A am ſure, 
The latter was kidngpt awa', man, 
With briſk men about, 
Brave HARRly retook 
His brother, and laught at them a', man. 
And we ran, aid they ran, etc. 


Grave MARSHAL and LITROGOW, 
And GLENGARY's pith too, 
Aſiſted by brave LoGþ14a-MAN, 
And GoRrDoNs the bright, 
So boldly did fi 
The red-coats took flight and'awa', mans 
And we ran, and\they Fan, etc. 


STRATHMOREandCLANRONALD 
Cry'd ſtill, advance DonaLD, 
Till both theſe herbes difl fa', man; 
For there was ſugh haſhing, 
And broad ſwordg a claſhing, 
Brave FORFAR himſelf got a cla”, man. 
And we ran, aid they gan, etc. 


Lord PERTH ſiqodRihe ſtorm, 
| SEAFORTE butlukewarm, 
SI1LSY.TH and STRA 


u AL LAN not fla“, man. 


For he had no fan 
And we ran, 


was briſk, .. 
would not dra'; man, 
yoke, 
Which ſerv'd Yor a cloak, 
To keep the eſtate t; ixt them twa, man. 
Aud we ran, ant they ran, etc. 


Lord RoL Lo hot fear'd, 


K1NTORE his beard, 
PiTSL1iGO and OG1ILVIE a', man, 
And Brothers BALFOURS, 


They ſtood the firſt ſhow'rs, 
CLACKMANNAN apd BURLE1GH did cla), man. 
And we ran, an they ran, etc, 


Or what he is able to; 
Thoug! we ran, 


For HUNTLY 
They both play? 
With conſciences black 


d - ah 
the tinłlair, 


And ne'er a LO T's wifchthere at a', man, 
And we ran, aud they ran, etc. 
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Then L- -F the trayter, 
Who betfay'd his maſter, . 
His king, and hiþ country, and a', man, 
Pretendipg Max might 
. Give order to fight, | 
To the right of the army awa', man. 
And we ran and they ran, etc. 


Then L- --- for fear, 
Of what he might hear, 
Took DRUMMOBSD's beſt horſe and awa', man, 
Inſtead of going to Perth, 
He crofled the Firth, 
Alongſt Stirling-bridge and awa', man, 
And we ran, qnd they ran, etc. 


To London he preſed, 
And there hg addreſs'd, 
That he behav'd beſ# of them a', man; 
And there without ſtrife 
Got ſettled fhr life, 
An hundred a-year t his fa', man. 
And we ran, ad they ran, etc. 


In Barrowſtognneſs 
He reſides with difgrace, 
Till his neck ſta:2ds in Þeed of a draw, man, 
And then in aftether 
He'll ſwing frþm a ladder, 
Go off the ſtage withla pa', man. 
Aud we ran, ail they ran, etc. 


ROB Rox ſtood watch & 5 


On a hill for to catch fore ee, 
The booty for ought that I ſa', man, 
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For he ne'er advanc'd, 

From the place he was ſtanc'd, 

Till no more to do there at a' man, 
For we ran, and they ran, etc, 


So we all took the flight, 
And M the Wright; 
But D------ M the Smith was a bra-man, 
For he took the gout, 
Which truly was wit, 
By judging it time to withdra', man. 
And we ran, and they ran, etc. 


And Trumpet -=, 
Whoſe breeks were not clean, Jau, 7 
Thro' misfortune he happen'd to fa', man, FR 
By ſaving his neck 7 
His trumpet did break, 
Came off without mulick at a', man. 
And we ran, aud they ran, etc. 


So there ſuch a race was, 
As ne'er in that place was, 
And as little chaſe was at a', man ; 
From other they ran, 
Without tuck of drum ; 
They did not make uſe of a pa', man. 
Aud we ran, and they ran, and they ram, and ue van, 
and we ran, and they ran awa', man, 
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Tranent Muir. 


As faſt as he could gae,} man: 

While General Cop E dig taunt and mock, 
WY mony a loud huzza, man; 

But e' er next morn procſaim'd the cock, 
We heard another crpw, man. 


The brave LocHI EUA as.T heard tell, 
Led CAMERONS oi in clouds, man: 
Phe morning fair, andi clear the air, 
| They loos'd with defiliſh thuds, man; 
Down guns they threw and ſwords they drew, 
And ſoon did chace them aff, man; 
On Seaton Crafts they puft their chafts, 


And gart them rin'life daft, man. 
The bluff dragoons ſwor blood and oons, 
They'd make the rebels run, man; 
And yet they flee when' them they ſee, 

And winna fire a , man 


They turn'd fheir back{ the foot they brake, 
Such terror ſeiz'd them a', man; 

Some wet their cheeky, ſome fyPd their breeks, 
And ſome for fear Jid fa', man. 


The volunteers prick'dq up their ears, 
And vow gin they were crouſe, man; ; 
But when the bairns ſqw't turn to earn'ſt, 
They were not worgh a louſe, man; 
Vol. I. K 
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Maiſt feck gade hame ; 
They'd better ſtaid aw 


Un'wares did ding 
Yet wad nae ſtand to bear a hand, 
But aff fon faſt did ſtour, man; 
O'er Soutra hill, e'er he ſtood ſtill, 
Before he taſted meat, man: 
Troth he may brag of his ſwift nag, 
That bare him aff (ge fleet, man. 


But gallopp'd with 
He turn'd his back, 


And thought it beſt; & was nae jeſt 
Wi' Highlanders to 


Mangſt a' the gang nand bade the bang 
But twa, and ane wa tane, man; 
For CAMPBELL rade, but MyRI E ſtaid, 
And ſair he paid the hin, man; 
Fell ſkelps he got was waf than ſhot 
Frae the ſharp-edg'd clþymore, man; 
Frae many a ſpout came rgnning out 


His reeking-het red gorq; man. | 
But GAR D' N ER brave did {till behave 


Like to a hero bright, 
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His courage true, like him were few 
That {till deſpiſed flight, man; 

For King and laws, and{country's cauſe, 
In Honour”s bed he lay, man ; 

His life, but not his coupage, fled, 
While he had breath jo draw, man. 


And Major Bow LE, that worthy ſoul, 
Was brought down tq the ground, man; 
His horſe being ſhot, it yas his lot | 
For to, get mony a wound, man: 
Lieutenant S------ x, off Iriſh birth, 
Frae whom he call'd for aid, man, 
Being full of dread, lapſoter his head, 
And wadna be gainſaiſl, man. 
He made ſick haſte, ſae ſſpur'd his beaſt, 
'T was little there he Faw, man: 
To Berwick rade, and fiely ſaid, 
The Scots were rebelj a', man; 
But let that end, for wall 'tis kend 
His uſe and wont to I, man; 
The Teague is naught, he never faught, 
When he had room to lec, man, 


And CADDECLL dreſt, arpang the reſt, - 
With gun and good claymore, man; 


On gelding grey he rode thþt way, 
With piſtols ſet before, man; 
The cauſe was good, he'd ſpend his blood, 
Before that he would yjeld, man; 
But the night before he leff the cor, 
And never fac'd, the field, way | 
& 
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But gallant RoGr rf like a ſoger, 
Stood and bravely fought, man: 
Im wae to tell,. atflaſt he fell, 
But mae down i' him brought, man. 
At point of death, vi” his laſt breath, 
(Some ſtanding-rpund in ring, man), 
On's back lying flat he wav'd his hat, 
And cry'd,. Goqave the King, man. 


Some Highland r« | nes, like hungry dogs, 
Neglecting to phrfue, man, 

About they fac'd, and in great haſte- 

; Upon the booty flew, man; 

And they as gain, J for all their pain, 

| Are deck'd w!' [ſpoils of war, man; 

Fow bald can tell how her nainſe!l 
Was ne'er ſae gra before, man. 


At the xhorn tree, which you may ſee 
Bewe meadyw-mill, man, 

There mom ſlain la on the plain; 
The clans Hurſuigg ſtill, man. 

and deadly whacks, 
I never ſaw the Ie, man, 

Loſt hands and head4foſt them their deads, 
That fell near PrePgn-dyke, man. 


That afternoon, whe a? was done, 
I gaed to fee the fray, man; 
But had I wiſt What after paſt, 
I'd better ſtaid a ay, man: 
On Seaton ſands, nimble hands, 
They pick'd my packers bare, man; 
But I wiſh ne'er to, qrie ſick fear, 
Far a' the ſum Ad mair, man, 7 


* 
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The Archer's March. 


OUND, ſound the muſic, ſound it, 
Let hills and dales rebound it; 
Let hills and dales rebound it, 
In praiſe of archery ; 
Its origin divine is, 
The practice brave and fine is, 
Which generouſly inclines us 
| To guard our liberty. 


Art by the gods employed, 

By which heroes enjoyed, 

By which heroes enjoyed 
The wreath of victory, 

The deity of Parnaſſus, 

The god of ſoft careſſes, 

Chaſte CYNTH1A and her laſſes 
Delight in archery. 


See, ſee yon bow extended, 

'Tis JovE himſelf that bends it, 

'Tis Jo vx himſelf that bends it, 
O'er clouds on high it glows. 

All nations, Turks and Parthians, 

The Tartars and the Scythians, 

The Arabs, Moors, and Indians, 
With brav'ry draw their bows, 


Our own true records tell us, 

That none cou'd e'er excel us 

That none cou'd e'er excel us ; 
In martial archery ; 4 


* 3 


n $COTS SONGS 
With ſhafts our ſires engaging, 
Oppos'd the Romans raging, 


Defeat the fierce Norvegian, 
And ſpar'd few Danes to flees 


Witneſs Largs and Loncartie, 
Dunkel and Aberlemny, 
Dunkel and Aberlemny, 
Raſlin and Bannockburn. 
The Cheviots------ all the border. 
Were bowmen in brave order, 
Told enemies, if further 
They mov'd, they'd ne'er return. 


Sound, ſound the muſic, ſound it, 
Let hills and dales rebound it, 
Let hills and dales rebound it, 
In praiſe of archery :. 
Ugd as a game it pleaſes, , 
The mind to joy it raiſes, 
And throws off all diſeaſes. 
Of lazy luxury. 
Now no mope care beguiling, 
When all; the year looks ſiniling;. 
When all. the year looks ſmiling 
With healthful harmony: 
The fun in glory glowing, 
With morning dew beftowing - 
Sweet fragrance, life, and growing. 
To flowers and ev'ry tree. 
Tia now the archers royal, 
An hearty band and loyal, 
An hearty band” and loyal, 
That in quſt thoughts agree, 
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| Appear in ancient bravery, 

Deſpiſing all. baſe knavery, 

Which tends to bring in ſlavery 
Souls worthy to live free:. 


Sound; ſound the muſic, ſound it;. 
Fill up the glaſs and round wi't, 
Fill up the glaſs and round wi't, 
Health and proſperity 
To our great Ca1tr and Officers, 
T' our Preſident and Counſelors ; 
To all who, like their brave forbears, 


Delight in archery; 


Mg 


Stand to your arms, my lads, 

Fight in good order, | 

Front about, ye muſketeers all, 

Till ye come to the Engliſh border, 
Stand till't, and fight like men, 
True goſpel to maintain, . 

The parliament's blyth to ſee us a? coming; 
When to the kirk we come, 
We'll purge it ilka room, 

Frae Popiſh relicks, and a“ ſuch innovations, 
That a' the warld may ſee, 
There's nane· i the right but we, 

Of the auld Scottiſh nation. 
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Ir NN ſhall wear the hood, -- 474 
Jock the ſark of Gop; 
And the kiſt fou of whiſtles, 
That make ſick a cleiro, 
Our pipers bra, ſhall hae them a', whate'er comes on it ; 5. 
Buſk up your plaids, my lads, cock up your bonnets. 
March, march, etc. 


Highland March. 
By Sir Harry Erſkine. 


N the garb of old Gaul, wi” the fire of old Rome, 
From the heath-cover'd mountains of Scotia we come, 

Where the Romans endeavour'd our country to gain, 

But our anceſtors fought, and they fought not in vain, 
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Such our love of liberty, our country, and our laws, 
That like our anceſtors of old, we ſtand by Freedoms 
cauſe 3 8 | 
Well bravely fight like heroes bold, for honour and ; 
applauſe, 
And defy the French, with all their art, to alter our 
laws. | 


No effeminate cuſtoms our ſinews unbrace, 

No luxurious tables enervate our race, 

Our loud-ſounding pipe bears the true martial ſtrain, 
So do we the old Scottiſh valour retain, 

* Such our love, ere. 
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We're tall as the oak on the mount of the vale; 

As ſwift as the roe which the hound doth aſſail, 

As the full moon in autumn our ſhields do appear, 

MINTRVA would dread to. encounter. our ſpear. 
Such our love, etc. 


As a ſtorm in the ocean when Bore As blows, 

So are we enrag'd when we ruſh on our foes ; 

We ſons of the mountains, tremendous as rocks, 

Daſh the force of our foes with our thundering ſtrokes. 
Such our love, etc. : 


Quebec and Cape Breton, the pride of old France, 

In their troops. fondly boaſted till we did advance; 

But when our claymores they ſaw us produce, 

Their courage did fail, and they ſued for a truce.. 
Suck our love, etc. 


In our realm may the fury of faction long ceaſe, 
May our councils be wiſe, and our commerce increaſe; 
And in Scotia's cold climate may each of us find, 
That our friends {till prove true, and our beauties prove- 
kind. 
Then well defend our liberty, our country, and our latus, 
And teach our late poſterity to fight in Freedom's cauſe,. 
That they like. our anceſtors bold, etc. 


„ 
— 


Ly 
Little wat ye, etc. 


Little wat ye wha'i coming, 
Liitle-wat ye wha's coming, 
JOCK aug. TAM and g's coming. 
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Dux cAN's coming, DoN A1 D's coming, 
CoL1N's coming, RoxAL v's coming, 
DovG4AL's coming, LAaucKxLAN's coming, 
ALASTER and a's coming. 

Little wat ye wha's coming, 

Jock, amd TAM and @'s coming. 


BORLAND and his men's coming, 
The CAMERONS and MLEANS coming, 
The GorDoNs and MiGREGORS coming, 
A* the DuNyYwaASTLES? coming, 
Little wat ye, etc. : - 
M*<G1LVREY of Drumglaſi is coming. 


W1:GToN's coming, NITHSDALE?s coming, 
CARNWATRH's coming, KENMURE's coming, 
DERWENTWATER and Fos Tx R's coming, 
W1ITHRING TON and NA1RN's » 
Little wat ye, etc. 
Blyth CoWRHILL ard a', . 


The Laird of MIN TOS is coming, 
M*<CRrAB1E and MiDoNALD's coming, 
The MKTNZZIES and MPnERSONS? coming, 
A the wild-M*Cr a ws? coming. 
Little wat ye, etc. 
_DoNALD GUN and abs coming. 
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They gloom, they glowr, they look ſae big, 
At ilka ſtroke they'll fel a Whig ; 
They'll fright the fuds of the Pockpuds, 
For mony a buttock bare's coming. 
Little wat ye, etc. : 


* 
— 
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HEROIC BALLADS. 


* 
4. 1 * — th. 8 m — 


* 


HARD YEN UTE: Or, The Battle of LarRGs*. | 


7 


| TATELY ftapt he eaſt the wa, 
8 And ſtately ſtapt he welt : 


Full ſeventy zeirs he now had ſene, 
With ſkerſs ſevin zeirs of reſt. 
He livit quhen Britons breach of faith 
Wroucht Scotland meikle wae ; - 
And ay his ſword tauld to their ſkaith, 
He was their deadly fae. 


Hie on a hill his caſtle ſtude, 
With halls and towirs a hicht, 


The battle of Largs was fought on the iſt of Auguſt 
1263, between Alexander the III. king of Scotland and Ha- 
quin the V. king of Norway, in their contention for the 
Northern and Weſlern Iſles. Haquin had already reduced 
Bate and Arran; and making a deſcent with 20,000 men on 
the continent. was encountered and defeated by the Scots ar- 
my at Largs in Airſhire; upon which he retreated to his 
ſhips, and his fleet being diſſipated, and in part deſtroyed by 
a tempeſt, he returned to the Orkneys, from whence he had 
made the deſcent, aud there, after a few days illneſs, expired. 
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And guidly chambres fair to ſee, 
Quhair he lodgit mony a kniclit. 

His dame ſae peirleſs anes and fair, 
For chaſt and bewtie deimt, 

Nae marrow had in all the land, 
Saif EMERGARD the queen. 


Full thirtein ſons to him ſcho bare, 
All men of valour tout ; 
In bludy ficht with ſword in hand 
Nyne loſt their live: bot doubt; 
Four zit remain, lang may they live 
To ſtand by liege and land: 
Hie was their fame, hie was their micht, 
And hie was their command. 


Great luve they bare to FAIRLY fair, 
Their ſiſter ſaft and deir; 

Her girdle ſhawd ber middle gimp, 
And gowden gliſt her hair. 

Quhat waefou wae her bewtie bred, 

Waefou to zung and auld, 

Waefou I trow to kyth and kin, 
As ſtory ever tauld ! 


The King of Norſe in ſummer tyde, 

- Puft up with powir and micht, 

Landed in fair Scotland the yle, 
With mony a hardy knicht. 

The tydings to our gude Scots king 
Came, as he ſat at dyne, 

With noble chiefs in braif aray, 
Drinking the blude-reid wyne, 


— 
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4 To horſe, to horſe, my royal Liege, 
Zcurs faes ſtand on the ſtrand, 

Full twenty thouſand glittering ſpears 
The King of Norſe commands.” 

% Bring me my ſteed Mage dapple gray,” 

Our gude King raiſe and cryd, 

A truſtier beaſt in all the land 
A Scots king nevir ſeyd, 


Go, little page, tell HARDYKNUTE, 
That lives on hill fac hie, 
To draw his ſword, the dreid of faes, 
And haſt and follow me.” 
The little page flew ſwift as dart 
Flung by his maſters arni ; 
„ Cum down, cum down, Lord HARD YEN V TE, 
And rid zour King frae harm.” 


Then reid reid grew his dark-brown cheiks, 
Sae did his dark-brown brow ; 
His luiks grew kene, as they were wont, 
In dangers great, to do: 
He hes tane a horn as grene as glaſs, 
And gien five ſounds ſae ſhrill, 
That treis in grene wod ſchuke thereat, 
Sae loud rang ilka hill, 


His ſons in manly ſport and glie 
Had paſt that ſummers morn, 8 
Quhen low down in a grafly dale 
They heard their fatheris horn : 
That horn, quod they, neir ſounds in peace, 
We haif other ſport to byde. 
VOI. I. L 
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And ſune they hey'd them up the hill, G 
And ſune were at his ſtde. 


Late late zeſtrene I weind in peace 
To end my lengthned life, 

My age micht weil excuſe my arm 
Frae manly feats of ſtryfe; | 

But now that NO RSH dois proudly boaſt 
Fair Scotland to inthrall, 

Its neir be ſaid of HARDYKNUTE, F 

He feard to ficht or fall. 


c ROBIN of Rothſiy, bend thy bow, 
Thy arrows ſchute ſae leil, 
Mony a comely countenance 
They haif turnd to deidly pale. 
Brade TuO MA, tak ze but zour lance, 
e neid nae weapons mair, 
Gif ze ficht weit as ze did anes - 
Gainit WESTMORLAND's ferſs heir. 


© MALCon, licht of fute as ſtag 
That runs in foreſt wyld, 

Get me my thouſands thrie of men, 
Well bred to ſword and ſchield ; 

Bring me my horſe and harniſine, 
My blade of mettal cleir. 

If faes kend but the hand it bare, 

They ſuae had fled for feir. 


© Fareweil my dame ſae peirleſs gude, 
(And tuke hir by the hand), 

Fairer to me in age zou ſeim, 
Than maids for bewtie fam1 : 
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My zoungeſt ſon ſall here remain 
To guard theſe ſtately towirs, 

And ſchut the ſilver bolt that keips 1 
Sae faſt zour painted bowirs.” 


And ſirſt ſcho wet hir comely cheiks, 
And then her bodice grene, 

Eir ſilken cords of twirtle twiſt, 
Weil plait with ſilver ſchene; 

And apron ſet with mony a dice 
Of ueidle-wark ſae rair, 

Wove by nae hand, as ze may gueſs 
Saif that of Fa IRL x fair. 


And he has ridden owre muir and moſs, 


Owre hills and mony a glen, 

Quhen he came to à wounded knicht, 
Making a heavy mane; 

« Here maun I lye,” here maun J dye, 
By treacheries falſe gyles ; 

Witleſs I was that eir gaif faith 
To wicked womans ſmyles.” 

« Sir Knicht, gin ze were in my bowir, 
To lean on ſilken ſeat, 

My ladyis kyndlie care zoud prove, 
Quha neir kend deidly hate : 
Hirfelf wald watch ze all the day, 

Hir maids at deid of nicht; 
And FAarRLy fair zour heart wald cheir, 
As ſcho ſtands in zour ſicht. 


« Aryſe, young knicht, and mount zour ſteid, 


Full lowns the ſnynand day: 
L 2 
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Cheis frae my menzie quhom ze pleis 
To leid ze on the- Way.“ | 
With ſmyleſs luke, and viſage wan, 
The wounded knicht replyd, 
„ Kynd chiftain, zour intent purſue, 
For heir I maun abyde. 


To me nae after day nor nicht 
Can eir be ſweit or fair, 

But ſune beneath ſum draping tree 

-  Cauid death fall end my care.“ 

With him nae pleiding micht prevail; 
Brave HARDYKNUTE.un to gain, 

With faireſt words, and reaſon ſtrong, 
Straif courteouſiy in vain, 


Syne he has gane far bynd attowre 

+ Lord CHATTANS land ſae wyde; 

That Lord a worthy wicht was ay, 
Quhen faes his courage ſeyd: 

Of Pictiſn race by mothers ſyde, 
Quhen Picts ruld Caledon, 

Lord CHATTAN claimd the princely maid, 
Quhen he ſuift Pictih crown. | 


Now with his ferſs and ſtahwart train, 
He reicht a ryling heicht, 

Quhair braid encampit on the dale, 
NoRSE menzie lay in ſicht. 

„ Zonder, my valiant ſons and ferſs, 
Our reging revers wait, 

On the unconquerit Scottiſh ſwaird, 
To try with us their fate. 
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Mak oriſons to Him chat ſaift 
Our ſauls upon the roode; 

Syne braifly ſchaw zour veins ar filld 
With Caledonian blude.” 

Then furth he drew his truſty glaive, 
Quhile thouſands all around, 

Prawn frae their ſheaths glanſt in the ſun, 
And loud the bougills ſound. 

To join his King, adowwn the hill, 
In haſt his merch he made, 

Quhile, playand pibrochs, minſtrails meit 
Afore him. ſtately trade. 

© Thryſe welcum, valziant ſtoup of weir, 
Thy nations ſcheild and pryde ; 

Thy King nae reaſon has to feir 
Quhen thou art be his ſyde.“ 


Quhen bows were bent and darts were thrawny [ 
- For thrang ſcarce could he flie, 
The darts clove arrows as they met, 
The arrows dart the trie. 
Lang did they rage and ficht full ferſs, 
With little ſkaith to man, 


But bludy bludy was the field, g 
Or that lang day was done. a 
The King of Scots. that ſindle bruik I 


The war that luikt like play, 

Drew his braid ſword, and brake his bow, 
Sen bows ſeimt but delay, _ 

Quoth noble RoTHSAY, © Myne I'll keipy 
I wate its hleid a fore.“ 

| L 3 3 


; 
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« Halt vp, my merry men”, cryd the King, 
As he rade on before. 


The King of Norſe he ſocht to find, 
With him to menſe the faucht, 

But on his forehead there did licht 
A ſharp unſonſie ſhaft ; 

As he his hand put up to find. 
The wound, an arrow kene, 

O waefou chance! there pinnd his hand 
In midlt between his ene. | 


“% Revenge, revenge !” cryd RoTHasSAYs heir, 
«© Your mail-coat ſall nocht byde 

The ftrength and ſharpneſs of my dart :”? 
Then ſent it throuch his ſyde. 

Another arrow weil he markt, 
It perſit his neck in twa, 

His hands then quhat the ſilver reins, 

He law as eard dic. fa. 


« Sair bleids my Liege, ſair ſair he Bleids '” 
Again with micht he drew, 
And geſture dreid, his ſturdy bow, 
Faſt the braid arrow flew : 
Wae to the knicht he ettled at, | | | 
Lament now, Queen EL DIRT ID, 
Hie dames to wail zour darlings fall, | 
His zouth and comely meid. | | 


% Tak aff, tak aff his coſtly jupe, 
(Of gold weil was it twynd, 
Enit lyke the fowlers net, throuch quhilk, 
His ſteily harneſs ſhynd), | 
Tak, Nos, that gift frae me, and bid 
Him venge the blude it beirs; 


* 


* 
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ae, if he face my bended bow, 
He ſure nae weapon feirs.” 


proud NoR5E with giant body talf, 
Braid ſhoulders and arms ſtrong, | 
Cry'd, © Quhair is HanDYKNUTE face fam'd, 
And feird at Britains throne ? 
Tho Britons tremble at his name, 
I ſuae fall make him wail, 
That eir my ſword was made ſae ſharp, 
Sae ſaft his coat of mail.” 


That brag his ſtout heart cond na byde, 
It lent him zouthfou micht; 
„% I'm HARDYKNUTE this day, he cry'd, 
To Scotlands king I hecht a 
To lay thee law, as horſes hufe, 
My word I mean to keep.” 
Syne with the firſt ſtrake eir he ſtrake, 
He garrd his body bleid. 


Nor s ene like gray goſchawke ſtaird wyld, 
He ſicht with ſhame and ſpyte; 

« Diſgrac'd is now my far-fam'd arm, 
That left thee power to ſiryke * 

Then gaif his head a blaw fae fell, 
It made hin down to ſtoup, 

As law as he to ladies uſit 

In courtly guiſe to lout. 


Full ſoon he rais'd his bent body, 
Bis bow he marvelld air, 

Sen blaws till then on him but darr'd 
As touch of FA1RLY fair: 


23 $COTS SONGS 


Nos y ferlit too as ſair as he, 
To ſe his ſtately luke; 

Sae ſune as eir he ſtrake a fae, 
Sae ſune his lyfe he tuke. 


Quhair, like a fyre to hether ſet, 
Bauld T xoM As did advance, 
A ſturdy fae, with luke enrag'd, 
Up towards him did prance ; 
He ſpurd his ſteid throw thickeſt ranks, 
The hardy zouth to quell, 
Quha ſtude unmovit at lis approach, 
His furie to repell. 


That ſchoxt brown ſhaft (ae —_ trims, 
Lukis lyke poor Scotlands gier ; 

But driedfull ſeims the ruſty point! 
And loud he leuch in jeir. 

« Aft Britons blude has dim'd its ſchyne; 
This poynt cut ſchort their vaunt:“ 

Syne piercd the boiſters bairded chiek, 
Nae tyme he tuke to taunt. 


Schort quhyle he in his ſaddill ſwang, 
His ſtirrup was nae ſtay, | 

Sae feible hang his unbent knee, 
Sure taken he was fey : 

Swith on the hardened clay he fell, 
Richt far was heard the thud ; 

But THoM AS lukit not as he lay 
All waltering in his blude. 


With cairles geſture, mind unmovit, 
On raid he north the plain; 


. 
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His ſeim in thrang of fierceſt als, 
Quhen winter ay the ſame ; | 

Nor zit his heart dames dimplet chiek 
Could meiſe ſaft luve to bruik, 

Till vengeful ANN returnd his ſcorn, 
Then languid grew his luke. 


Now darts flew wavering through ſlaw ſpeid, 
Scarce could they reach their aim 


Or reachd, ſcarce blood the round point drew, 


*T'was all but ſhot in vain: 
Right Rrengthly arms forfeebled grew, 
Fair wreck ui that days totls ; 
E1 fierce-born minds now lang'd for peace, 
And curs'd Wars cruel broils. 


Yet till Wars horns ſoumded to charge, 
Swords claſiud and harneſs rang: 
But ſafily ſae ilk blafter blew 
The hills and dales fraemang, 
Nae echo heard in double dimts, 
Nor the lang winding-horn, 
Nae moir ſhe blew out brade as ſhe 
Did eir that ſummers marn. 


In thrawis of death with wallowit cheik, 
All pantiag on the plain, 
The fainting corps of warriors lay, 
Neir to aryſe again; 
Neir to return to native land, 
Nae mair with blythſom ſounds 
To boiſt the glories of the day, 
And ſchaw thair ſhyning wounds. 
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On Norways coaſt the widowit dame 
May waſh the rocks with teirs, 

May lang luke owre the ſchiples ſeis 
Befoir hir mate appeirs. 

Ceiſe, EMMA, ceiſe to hope in vain ; 
Thy Lord lyis in the clay ; 

The valziant Scots nae revers thele 
To carry lyfe away. 


There on a lee, quhair ſtands a croſs 
Set up for monument, 
Thouſands full ferſs that ſummers day 
Filld kene Waris black intent. — 
Let Scots, quhile Scots, praiſe HARDYKNUTE, - 
Let NoRsE the name ay dried: 
Ay how he faucht, aft how he ſpaird, 


CA 
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Sal lateſt ages reid. , 
Loud and chill blew the weſtlin wind, | I 
Sair beat the heavy ſhowir, 
Mirk grew the nicht ew HARDY KNUTE - 
Wan neir his ſtately towir. 
His towir that uſd with torches bleiſe , 
To ſhyne ſae far at nicht, 
| Seemd now as black as mourning weid, 
| Nae marvel ſair he ſichd. | E 
| « Thairs nae licht in my ladys bowir, F 
| - Thairs nae licht in my hall ; 
Nae blink ſchyaes round my FAIRAL x fair, 
. Nor ward ſtands on my wall. | 9 
Quhat bodes it? ROoBERT----THOMAS, ſay?“ꝰ 
Nae anſwer fits their dried. 85 


*« Stand back, my ſons, I'll be zour gyde:“ 
Bpt by they paſt with ſpeid, 
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« As faſt J haif ſped owre Scotlands faes, ---- 

Thair ceiſt his brag of weir, 
Sair ſchamit to mynd ought but his dame, 

And maiden FArRLy fair. 
Black feir he felt, but quhat to feir 

He wilt not zit with dried : h 
Sair ſchuke his body, ſair his limbs, 

And all the warriour fled. 
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Duxcaxn. 


AW ye the thane o' meikle pride, 
Red anger in his ee ? 
I ſaw him not, nor care, he cry'd, 
Red anger frights na me. 


For I have ſtude whar honour bad, 
Though death trod on his heel ; 
Mean is the creſt that ſtoops to fear, 

Nae fic may DUNCAN feel. 


Hark! hark! or was it but the wind, 
That through the ha' did ling; 

Hark! hark! agen, a warlike ſound, 
The black woods roung do ring. 


Tis na for naught, baud DUNC AN cry'd, 
Sic ſhoutings on the wind, 

Syne up he ſtarted frae his ſeat, 
A thrang of ſpears behind, 


122 Sc OTS SONGS: 


Haſte, haſte, my valiant hearts, he ſaid, 
Anes mair to follow me ; 

We'll meet yon ſhouters by the burn, 
I gueſs wha they may be. 


But wha is he that ſpeids ſae faſt, 
Frae the Naw marching thrang ? 

Sae frae the mirk clond ſhoots a beam, 
The ſky's blue face alang. 


Some meſſenger it is, mayhap, 
Then not at peace I trow. 
My maſter, Du N c AN bade me rin, 
And fay theſe words to you: 


Reſtore again that blooming roſe, 
Your rude hand pluckt awa? ; 

Reſtore again his Mak v fair, 
Or you ſhall rue his fa'. 


Three ſtrides the gallant DUNCAN tuik, 
He ſtruck his forward ſpeur: 

Gae tell thy maſter, beardleſs youth, 
We are nae wont to fear. 


He comes na on a waſſail rout, 
Of revel, ſport, and play; 

Our ſwords gart Fame. proclaim us men, 
Lang ere this ruefu* day. 

The roſe I pluckt o right is mine, 
Our hearts together grew, 


Like twa ſweet roſes on ae ſtak, 
Frae hate to love ſhe flew, 


a 
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gu ift as a winged ſhaft he ſped; 
Bald Du Nc AN ſaid in jeer, 

Gae tell thy maſter, beardleſs youth, 
We are nae wont to fear. 


He comes na on a waflail rout, 
Of revels,-ſport, and play; 

Our ſwords gart Fame proclaim us men, 
Lang ere this ruefu' day. 


The roſe I phackt o right is mine, 
Our hearts together grew; 

Like twa ſweet roſes on ae ſtak, 
Frae hate to love they flew. 


He ſtampt his foot upo? the ground, 
And thus in wrath did ſay, 

God ſtrike my ſaul, if frae this field, 5 
We baith in life ſhall gae ! 


He wav'd his hand: the pipers play 'd, 
The targets clattered round ; 

And now between the meeting faes 
Was little ſpace of ground. 


But wha is ſhe-that rins ſae faſt? 
Her feet nae ſtap they find; 
Sae ſwiftly rides the milky cloud, 

Upo' the ſimmers wind. 


Her face a mantle ſcreen'd afore, 
She ſhow's of lilly hue ; 
dae frae the grey miſt breaks the fun, 
To drink the morning dew. 
Vol. I. M 
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Alack! my friends, what ſight is this? 
O, ſtap your rage! ſhe cry'd, | 
Whar love with honey'd lips ſhould be, 

Mak not a breach ſo wide. 


Can then my uncle draw his ſword, 
My huſband's breaſt to bleed ? 

Or can my ſweet Lord do to him 
Sic foul and ruthleſs deed ? 


Bethink you, uncle, of the time, 

X My gray-hair'd father died, 

Frae whar your ſhrill horn ſnuck the wood, 
He ſent for you with ſpeed, 


My brother, guard my bairn, he ſaid, 
She'll hae nae father ſoon, 

Regard her, DoNALD, as your ain, 
Ill aſk nae uther boon. - 


Would then my uncle force my love, 
Whar love it coudna be? 

Or wed me to the man I hate ? 
Was this his care of me ? 


Can theſe brave men, who but of late, 
Together chas'd the deer, 

Againſt their comrades bend their bows, 
In bluidy hunting here ? 


She ſpake, while trickling ran the tear 
Her bluſhing cheek alang ; 

And ſilence, like a heavy cloud, 
O'er a' the warriors hang. 


Syne ſtapt the red-hair'd MA LC OLM furth, 
Three-ſcore his years and three ; 


SCOTS SONGS. 335 


Yet a' the ſtrength of ſtrongeſt youth, 
In fic an eild had he. 


Nae pity was there in his breaſt, 
For war alane he loo'd; 

His grey een ſparkled at the fight 
Of plunder, death, and bluid. 


What ! ſhall our hearts of ſteel, he ſaid, 
Bend to a woman's ſang ? 


Or can her words our honour quit, 
For ſic diſhoneſt wrang ? 


For this did a' theſe warriors come, 
To hear an idle tale ?- 

And o'er our death- accuſtomed arms, 
Shall filly tears prevail ? 


They gied x font, their bows they tuik, 
They claſh'd their ſteely ſwords; 

Like the loud waves of Barra's ſhore, 
There was nae room for words. 
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A cry the weeping MAR gicd, 
O uncle hear my prayer ; ; 
Heidna that man of bluidy look. 
She had na time for mair. 


For in the midit anon there came, 
A blind unweeting dart, | 
That glanc'd frae aff her Dr xc AN's targe, 
And track her to the heart. EN 


Awhile ſhe ſtagger'd, ſyne ſhe fell, 
And DUNCAN ſee'd her fa'; 
2 


\ ; % 


136 SCOTS SONGS. 


Aſtound he ſtood, for in his limbs 
There was nae power at a'. 


- The ſpear he meant at faes to fling, 
Stood fix'd within his hand ; 
His Iips half open, cou'dua ſpeak, 
His life was at a ſtand. 
Sae the black ſtump of ſome auld aik, 
With arms in triumph dight, 
Seems to the traveller like a man, 
*  * „% „ „ „„ „ „ 


KENNETH. 


WE 12RD, I weird, hard-hearted lord, 
; Thy fa' ſhall ſoon be ſeen; 
Proud was the lilly of the morn, 
The cald froſt nipt or een: 


Thou leughſt in ſcorn when puir men weep'd, 
And ftrack the lowly down ; | 
Sae ſall nae widow weep for thine, 
When a' their joys are flown. 


This night ye drink the ſparkly wine; 
I redd you drink your fill; 

The morrow's ſun ſhall drink your bluid, 
Afore he reach the hill. 


I ſee the ſnaw-maned horſes ride, 
Their glitt'ring ſwords they draw 
Their ſwords that ſhall nae glitter lang, 

Till KENNFTu's pride ſhall fa. 
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The black Dog youl'd; he ſaw the "ght 
Nae man but I could ſee ; 

* High on fair Ma &«6*se T's breaſt her ſheet, 
And deadly fix'd her ee: | 


Sae ſpake the ſeer; wild in his een 
His frighted ſpirit gaz'd : 

Pale were his cheeks, and ſticf his hair 
Like boary briſtles rais'd. 


Loud, loud in KENNETH's lighted ha”, 
The ſang of joy was heard; | 

And mony a cup they filPd again, 
Afore the light appear'd. 


« War my ſon WIL LIAu now but here, 
He wad na fail the pledge” -- 

Wi' that in at the door there ran 
A ghouſty-looking page. 


* I ſaw them, Maſter, O! I ſaw, 
Beneath the thorney brae, 

Of black-maiPd warriors mony a rank; 
Revenge! he cried, and gae.“ 


The youth that bare Lord KENNE T n's cop; 
The ſaft ſmile on his cheek, | 
Frae his white hand let fa' the drink, 
Nor did the baldeſt ſpeak. 


* To perſons unacquainted with the ſuperſtition of the 
highlands, this may not he eaſily intelligible. There the 
ſeer is ſuppos'd to behold the figure of the perſon about to 
die, clothed in their winding-ſheet ; and the higher it is on 
their bodies, the nearer their approaching diſſolution, 
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dae have I ſcen the gray-wing'd ſhaft 
That ſtrak the nobleſt deer; 

Aſtounded gaz'd the trembling herd, 
Nor could they flee for fear. 


„ Ride, ride, and bid Lord WILLIAM come; 
His fathers fair beſet.”------- 

« It was Lord WILLIAMS horſe __ — 
I heard them bar the yate.” 


% Welcome, my valiant ſon,” he ſaid; 
Or ſhould I welcome ſay, 

In fic an ill hour, when you come 
To meet thy father's fae ?”” 


« Cars'd be that thought,” bald WII LIAN iid; 
« My father's faes are mine; 

Lang has my breaſt frae KENNETH learn'd 
Sic baby fear to tine.” 


„ O WILLIAM! had we kent yeſtreen.“ 


« Father, we ken it now; 


Let women tell what women wiſli. v. 


Syne three ſhrill blaſts he blew. 


Fair MaRG*RET lay on downy bed; 
Yet was na ſound her reſt ; 

She waken'd wy? Lord WiLL1tAn's horn, 
And. down ſhe came in haſte. 


„What mean you, KENNETH, by that blaſt? 


I with my dreams bode guid; 
Upon a bed of lillies fair 
I thought there raw'd red bluid, 


SCO'TS SONGS. 


My ſon! my ſon! may peace be there 
Whar noble WILLIAM ſtands.“ -- 
« We are the lillies”, anſwer' d he, 
May their bluid weit our hands.“ 


« What means my WILLIAM by fie words? 
Whaſe bluid would WILLIAM fpill? 

I thought that horn had blawn in peace, 
That wak'd the night ſae ſtill.” 


She luik'd ; but nane durſt anſwer make, 
Till gallant WILLIAM faid, 

« Aft has my mother bade us joy, 
When we to battail gade. 


Again thy hands may work the plaid 
For lain that fought the beſt 

Again may I hing up my-targe 
Upon the pin to reſt. | 


But W1LL1AM never liv'd to flee; 
Nor did his mother hear | 

A Warrior cry on WILLIAMS name, 
That was na found for fear, 


And if we fa', my gallant friends, 
We ſhall na fa' alane; 

Some honeſt hand ſhall write our deeds 
Upon the talleſt ſtane.“ 


« Haſte, KENNETH, haſte ; for in the field 
The fire-ey'd WALTER rides; — 

His men, that come iae thrang wi? haſte, 
For flaw delay he chides.“ 


« By Mary, we wil meet him there,” 
The angry WILLIAM cry'd; 
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Thy ſon will try this Lion- fue, 
And you with MARGARET bide.“ 


& No, on my faith, the ſword of youth 
Thy father yet can wield ; 

If that I ſhriak frae feirceſt faes, 
May babies mock my eild.” 


Then forth they ruſn'd, afore the yate 
The warriours ſallied out: | 
Lord WiLL1AM ſmil'd upon their ranksy 
They anſwer'd wi a ſhout, 


&« ae rin, and ſay to WALTER thus: 
What ſeek thae warriours here!) 
Or why the din of fiery war 
Aſtounds the peaceful ear !” 


Swift ran the page. Thus KeExnxNETnH ſays, 
What ſeik thae warriours here? 

Or why the din of fiery war 
Aſtounds the peaceful ear? 


« Gae tell thy maſter, frae this arm 
Mine anſwer will I gre; 

Remind him of his tyrant deeds, 
And bid him anfwer me. 

Wha was't that flew my father dear? 
That bar'd my caſtle wa' ? 

Wha was't that bade wild rain bruid 
Whar pipes did glad the ha'?“ 

Nor half way kad the meſſage ſped, 
When their tough bows they drexy ; 


But far attour the warriors heads 
The ſhafts for anger flew, 
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« Sae ever ſnute Lord KENNE TH's faes,” 
The Valiant WILLIAM aid; 

Wi' this I war nae wi' the wind.“ 
And drew his glittering blade. 


Below the arrows! arch they ruſh'd 
Wi' mony a ſhout, ſae faſt ; 

Beneath the rainbow the big clouds 
Sae drives the roaring blaſt. 


Bald WALTER fprang frae aff his ſteid, 
And drave him o'er the lee; 

+ Curs'd be the name of that baſe cow'rd 
That could but think to flee.” 


Pirmly he ſet his manly foot, 
And firm his targe he bare ; 
Never may WALTER greet his friends, 
If KENNETH's ſee him mair 
e Uu ©—& > 
Multa deſunt. 
Fair MARGARET wi' her maidens ſat 
Within the painted wa? ; 
She ftarted at ilk breath of wind 
That whiſtled through the ha'. 


*« Wha was't that gi'd yon cry below? 
Say, page, does ill betide ?” 55K 

KENNETH and WILLIAM baith are flainz 
Mak haſte, mak haſte and ride.” 


Her maidens ſcriech'd : but any ſpeech, 
Nor wail of wae, had ſhe ; 

She bow'd her head, and air ſhe ſigt'd, 
And cald Death clos'd her ee. 
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' Frennet Hall. Part 1ſt. 


HEN Frennett caſtle's ivied wall 
Thro' yallow leaves were ſeen ; 

When birds forſook the ſapleſs boughs, 
And bees the faded green ; 


Then Lady FRENNET, vengeful dame, 
Did wander frae the ha', 

To the wild foreſt's dewie gloom, 
Among the leaves that fa'. 


Her page, the ſwifteſt of her train, 
Had clumb a lofty tree, 

Whaſe branches to the angry blaſt 
Were ſoughing mournfullie. 


He turn'd his een towards the path 
That near the caſtle ky, 

Where good lord JoxN and ROTHEMAY 
Were rideing down the brae. 


Swift darts the eagle from the ſky, | 
When prey beneath is ſeen : 
As quickly he forgot his hold, 
And perch'd upon the green. 
O hie thee, hie thee ! lady gay, | | 
Frae this dark wood awa : 


Some viſitors of gallant mein. 
Are haſting to the hw, 


| Then round ſhe rowed her Glken plaid, 
Her feet ſhe did. na ſpare, 


— 
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Until the left the foreſt {kirts 
A lang bow-ſliot and mair. 


O where, O where, my good lord Joux, 
O tell me where you ride? 

Within my caſtle-wall this night 
I hope you mean to bide. 


Kind nobles, will ye but alight, 
| In yonder bower to ſlay ; 
Saft eaſe ſhall teach you to forget 
The hardneſs of the way. 


Forbear entreaty, gentle dame, 
How can we here remain ? 

Full well you ken your huſband dear 
Was by our father lain. 


The thoughts of which with fell revenge 
Your angry boſom (well : 

Enraged you've ſworn that blood for blood 
Should this black paſſion quell. 


O fear not, fear not, good lord Jo HN, 
That I will you betray, 

Or ſue requittal for a debt 
Which nature cannot pay. 


Bear witneſs, a' ye powers on high, 
Ye lights that gin to ſhine, 

This night ſhall prove the ſacred cord 
That knits your faith and mine, 


The lady flee with honeyed words 
Entic'd thir youths to ſtay : 

But morning ſua nere ſhone upon 
Lord Jonx nor ROTHEMAY. 
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Tune, Wally wally up the bank. 


| gen DorGLAs, than quham nevir knicht 
Had valour more ne courteſie, 
Zet he's now blamet by a? the land 
For lightillying o' his gay Lady. 
0 EO 
Go, little page, and tell your lord, 
Gin he will cum and dyne wi' me, 
T'll ſet him on a ſeat of gold, 
Ill ſerve him wi' my bended knee, 


| The little page gaid up the ſtair : 
Lord DouGLAs, dyne wi' zour lady; 


She'll ſet you on a ſeat of gold, 
And ſerve ze on her bended knee.“ : 


Quhen cockle-ſhells turn ſiller bells; 
Quhen muſſells grow on ilka tree; 

Quhen froſt and ſna ſall warm us a', 
Then ſall I dyne wi! my lady. 

„„ 

Now wae betide ze, black Faſtneſs, 
Ay and an ill dead mai ze die: 

Ze was the firſt and foremoſt man 
Quha parted my true lord and me. 

„2 3 3 „ * 


* 
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DRE AMD a dreary dream laſt night; 
God keep us a' frae ſorrow : 
I dream'd I pu'd the birk ſae green 
Wi my true luve on Yarrow. 


I' read your dream, my ſiſter dear, 
I'il tell you a' your ſorrow : 

You pu'd the birk wi? your true luve ; 
He's killd, he's kilPd on Yarrow. 

O gentle wind, that bloweth ſouth 
To where my love repaireth, 


Convey a kiſs from his dear mouth, 
And tell me how he fareth! 


But o'er yon glen run armed men, 
Have wrought me dule and ſorrow : 
They've lain, they've ſlain the comlieſt ſwain, 
He bleeding lies on Y arrow. 


ah. 8 


LAMMIKIN, 
To the Tune of Gil Morrice, 


BETTER maſon than LAMMIKIN 
Never builded vi the ſtane : 
Quha builded Lord WEIRES caſtell, 


Bot wages nevir gat nane. 
2 „2 „ „ „„ 


. N 


Quha looks to dreams my winſome dame ? 
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« Sen ze winnae gie me my guerdon, Lord, 
Sen ze winnae pie me my hyre, 5 
Von proud caſtle, ſae ſtately built, 
I fall gar rock wi' the fyre. 


« Sen ze winnae gie me my wages, Lord, 
Ze ſall hae cauſe to rue.“ 


And ſyne he brewed a black revenge, 


And ſyne he vowed a vow, 
ST ©0868 * 


4 Now byde at hame, my luve, my life, 


I warde ze byde at hame : 
O gang nae to this day's hunting, 
To leave me a? my lane! 


« Zeſtreene, zeſtreene, I dreamt my bower 


Of red, red blude was fu”. 
Gin ye gang to this black hunting, 
I fall hae cauſe to rue.” 


Ze hae riae cauſe to feare.” 


And ſyne he's kiſt her comely cheek, 


And ſyne the ſtarting teare. 


And ſyne he's gane to the good greene wode, 
And ſhe to her painted bowir ; 


And ſhe's gard ſteek doors, windows, yates, 


Of caſtle, ha, and towir. 


They ſteeked doors, they ſteeked yates, 
Cloſe to the cheek and chin: 

They ſteeked them a' but a little _— 

And LAMMIKIN Crap in. 


ö 
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Now quhere's the Lady of this caſtle, 
Nurſe tell to LAMMIKIN? 
She's ſewing up intill her bowir ; 
The fals NouRi1CE the ſung. 


LaMMIXIN nipped the bonnie babe, 
Quhile loud fals Nou RICE ſings : 

LaMM1K1N nipped the bonnie babe, 
Quhile hich the red blude ſprings. 


O gentil NovRICE ! pleaſe my babe, 
O pleaſe him w? the keys! 

It'll no be pleaſed, gay lady, 
Gi I'd fit on my knees. 

Gude gentle NoURtCE, pleaſe my babe, 
O pleaſe him wi' a knife! 

He winnae be pleaſed, miſtreſs myne, 
Gin I wad lay down my life. 


Sweet NQURICE, loud, loud cries my babe, 
O pleaſe him wi' the bell! 

He winnae be pleaſed, gay lady, 
Till ze cum down yourſell. 


And quhen ſhe faw the red, red blude, 
A loud ſcrich ſchriched ſhe. 

O monſter, monſter ! ſpare my child, 
Quha nevir ſkaithed thee, 

O ſpare ! gif in your bludy breaſt 
Albergs not heart of ſtane ! 

O ſpare ! and ye ſall hae of gond 
Quhat ze can carrie hame. 
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Dame, I want not your goud, he ſaid ; 
Dame, I want not your fee; 

J hae been wranged by your Lord, 
Ze fall black vengeance drie. 


Here are nae ſerfs to guard your halls, 
Nae truſty ſpeirmen here; 
1 They ſound the horn in gude grene wode, 
TT And chaſſe the doe and deer. 
bk Tho merry ſounds the gude grene wode, 
Wi' huntſmen, hounds, and horn, 
Zour Lord fall rue, &'er ſets yon ſun, 
He has done me ſkaith and ſcorn. 


„ 
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2 SS. 46:6 
® H E has cali'd to her her bower-maidens, 
| She has call'd them one by one; 
There is a dead man in my bower, 

I wiſh that he was gane.” 


They have booted him, and ſpurred him, 
As he was wont to ride: 
A hunting-horn around his waiſt, 
A ſharp ſword by his ſide. 


= Then up and ſpake a bouny bird, 
| That ſat upon the tree, 


% Quhat hae ze done with Earl RI HARD 
Ze Was his gay lady?“ 


Cum down, cum down, my bonnie bird, 
Cum. fit upon my hand; 


* 


* 
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And ze ſall hae a cage o' the goud, 
Quhere ze hae but the wand.“ 


« Awa' awa', ze ill woman, 
Nae ill woman for me; 
Quhat ze hae done to Earl Ric HARD, 
Sae wad ye do to me.” 
| . 
O there's a bird within your bower, 
That ſings ſae ſad and ſweet ; 
O there's a bird intill your bower, 
Kept me frae my night's ſleep.“ 
EE. © © EE ea 
And ſhe ſware by the graſs ſae green, 
Sae did ſhe by the corn, 
That ſhe had not ſeen Earl RICHARD 
Syne yeſterday at morn. h : 
2 „ „ „. „„ | — 


* 
** 


The Bonny Laſs of Lochroyan. 


W HA will ſhoe thy bonny feet ? 
Or wha will glove thy hand? 

Or wha will lace thy middle-jimp, 
With a lang, lang London whang ? = 

And wha will kame thy bonny head = = 
With a Tabean birben kame? - fi 

And wha will be my bairns father, 1 1 
Till love GxEGoRY come hame? | 

N 3 


- 


150 SCOTS SONGS. 


Thy father'll ſhoe His bonny feet; 
Thy mother®ll glove his hand; 
Thy brither will lace his middle jimp- 
Wich a lang lang London whang. 


Myſell will kame his bonny head 
With a Tabean birben kame; 

And the Lord will be the bairns father 
Till GREGORYyY- come hame. 


Then ſhe's gart build a bonny ſhip, 
It's a? cover'd o'er with pearl : 

And at every needle-tack was in't. 
There hang a ſiller- bell. 


And ſhe's awa------=- 


To ſail upon the ſea : 
She's gane to ſeek love GREGORY 
In lands whare'er he be. 


She had na ſail'd a league but twa, 
Or ſcantly had ſhe three, 

Till ſhe met with a rude rover 
Was ſailing on the ſea, 


O whether art thou the queen herſell? 
Or ane o' her Maries three? 

Or art thou the Laſs of Lochroyan, 
Seeking love GREGORY ? | 


O I am not the queen herſell, 
Nor ane of her Maries three; 

But I am the Laſs of Lochroyan. 
Seeking love GREGORY. 


| O ſees na thou yon bonny bower, 


It's a' cover'd o'er with tin: 


* 


* 
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When thou haſt Cail'4 it round about, 
Love GREGORY is within. 


When ſhe had ſaid it round about, 
She tirled at the pin : 

O open, open, love GREGORY, 
Open, and let me in! 


For I am the Laſs of Lochroyan, 
Baniſht frae a“ my kin | 


[His mother Speaks to her from the houſe, and ſs 
thinks it him.] ä 


If thou be the Laſs of Lochroyan, 
As I know na thou be, 

Tell me ſome of the true takens 
That paſt between me and thee. 


Haſt thou na mind, love GREGORY,, 
As we ſat at the wine, 

We changed the rings aff ithers hands, 
And ay the beſt was miae ? 


For mine was o' the gude red gould, 
But thine was o' the tin; | 
And mine was true and truſty baith, 

But thine was fauſe within. 


And haſt thou na mind, love GREGORY, 
As we ſat on yon hill, 

Thou twin'd me of my maidenhead 
Right ſair againſt my will? 

Now open, open, love GREGORY, 
Open, and let mein; 

For the rain rains on my gude cleeding, 
And the dew ſtands on my chin, 


—— — — 
a 
. 
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If thou be the Laß of Lochroyan, 
As I know na thou be, 

Tell me ſome mair o' the takens 
Paſt between me and thee: 

Then ſhe has turn'd her round about, 


Well ſince it will be ſae, 
Let never woman who has born a ſon 


Hae a heart ſae full of . ae. 


Take down, take down that maſt of gould, 
Set up a maſt of tree; | 
For it diſna become a forſaken lady 
To fail ſae royallie. 
[The Son ſpeaks.] 


J dreamt a dream this night, mother, 
I wiſh it may prove true, 

That the bonny Laſs of Lochroyan 
Was at the yate juſt now. 

Lie till, ke ſtill, my only ſon, 
And ſound ſleep mayſt thou get; 

For it's but an hour or Iittle mair . 
Since ſhe was at the yate. 


Awa, awa, ye wicked woman, 


And an ill dead may you die; 


Ye might have either letten her in, 


Or elſe have wakened me. 


Gar ſaddle to me the black, he ſaid, 
Gar ſaddle to me the brown, 
Gar faddle to me the ſwifteſt Need 


That is in a' the town, 
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Now the firſt town he came to, 
The bells were ringing there; 

And the neiſt town he came to, 
Her corpſe was coming there. 


Set down, ſet down that comely corpſe, 
Set down, and let me ſee, 
Gin that be the Laſs of Lochroyan, 
That died for love o' me. 


And he took out his little penknife, 
That hang down by his gare; 

And he's ripp'd up her winding-ſheet, 
A lang claith-yard and mair. 


And firſt he kiſt her cherry-cheek, 
And ſyne he kiſt her chin, 

And neiſt he kiſt her roſy lips; 
There was re breath within. 


And he has ta'en his little penknife, 
With a heart that was fou ſair; 
He has given himſelf a deadly wound, 

And word ſpoke never mair. 


_— 


The Battle of Otterburn. 


T fell and about the Lammas time, 
When huſband men do win their hay, 
Earl Dou As is to the Enpliſh woods, 
And a' with him to fetch a prey. 


He has choſen the LiNDSAYS light, 
Wich them the gallant GoORDONS gay, 


154 SC GTS SONGS. 


And the Earl of Fy rx withouten ſtrife, 
And Sir HU MONTGOMERY upon a grey. 


They hae taken Northumberland, 


And ſae hae they the north-ſhire, 
And the Otter-dale they burnt it hale, 
And ſet it a? into a fire. 


Out then ſpack a bonny boy, | 
That ſerv'd ane o' Earl DovGL As! kin, 


Methinks I fee an Engliſh hoſt 
A-coming branken us upon. 


If this be true, my little boy, 
An it be troth that thou tells me, 
The braweſt bower in Otterburn 
This day ſhall be thy morning fee. 


But if it be falſe, my little boy, 
But and a lie that thou tells me, 
On the higheſt tree that's in Otterburn 
With my awin hands I'll hing thee hie. 
The boy's taen out his little penknife, 
That hanget low down by his gare, 
And he gae Earl DOUGLAS a deadly wound, 


Alack! a deep wound and a fare. 
Earl DouGLAs faid to Sir Hun MoNTGOMERY, 


Tack thou the vanguard o the three ; 
And bury me at yon braken buſh, 
That ſtands upon yon lilly lee. 
Then Pr RC and MONTGOMERY met, 


And weel a wat they war na fain; 


They ſwapped ſwords, and they twa ſwat, 
And ay the blood ran down between. 
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O yield thee, yield thee, PERCY, he ſaid, 

Or elſe I vow I'll lay thee low. | . 
Whom to ſhall I yield? ſaid Earl PERCY ; 

Now that I ſee it maun be ſo. 


O yield thee to yon braken buſh, 
That grows upon yon lilly lie. 
| 6 


] winna yield to a braken buſh, 
Nor yet will I unto a brier; 
But I wad yield to Earl DouGLAS, 
Or Sir Hun MONTGOMERY, if he was here. 


As ſoon as he knew it was MONTGOMERY, 
He ſtuck his ſword's point in the ground: 

And Sir Hu MONTGOMERY was acourteous knight, 
And he quickly brought him by the hand, 

This deed was done at Otterburn, 
About the breaking o' the day. | 

Farl DovGLAS was buried at the braken buſh, 

And PERCY led captive away. 


- 


— — - — __— 


The Jew's Daughter. 


HE rain runs down thro? Mirry-land toune, 
Sae dois it doune the Pa : | 
Sae dois the lads of Mirry-land toune, 
Quhan they play at the ba. 


Then outand cam the Jewis dochter, 
Said, Will ye cum in and dine! 
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I winnae cum in, I winnae cum in, 
Without my play-feres nine, 


Scho pow'd an apple reid and white 
To intice the young thing in: 


Scho pow'd an apple white-and reid, 


And that the ſweit bairne did win. 


And ſcho has taine out a little pen-kuife, 
And low down by her gair, 


scho has twin'd the zoung thing of his life; 


A word he neir ſpake mair. 


And outand cam the thick thck bluid, 
And outand cam the thin ; 


And outand cam the bonny herts plud: 


Thair was nae life left in. 


Scho laid him on a dreſſing borde, 


And dreſt him like a ſwine, | 
And laughing ſaid, Gae now and pley 


With zour ſweet play-feres nine. 
Scho rowꝰ'd him in a cake of lead, 


Bade him ly {till and ſleip. 
Scho caſt him in a deip draw-well, 
Was fifty fathum deip. : 


Quhan bells wer rung, and maſs was ſung, 


And every lady went hame : 
Than ilk lady had her zoung ſonne, 
But Lady HELEN had nane. 


Scho row'd hir mantil hir about, 
And fair ſair gan ſne weip : 


And ſhe ran into the Jewis caſtel, 


Quhan they wer all aſleip. 


* 
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_ My bonny Sir He Ww, my pretty Sir Hz w, 
I pray thee to me ſpeik : 

« O lady rinn to the deip draw-well 
„ Gin ze zour ſonne wad ſeik.” 


Lady HELEN ran to the 4 —— 
And knelt upon her kne: 

My bonny Sir HE w, an ze be here, 
I pray thee ſpeik to me. 


The ſead is wondrous heavy, mither, 
The well is wondrous deip, 

A keen pen-knife ſticks in my hert, 
A word I downae ſpeik. 


Gae hame, gae hame, my mother deir, 
Fetch me my winding-ſheet, 

And at the back o' Mirry-land toune, 
Its there we twa fall meet. 


| 


* * * * * * 
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There Gowans are gay. 


HERE gowans are gay, my joy, 
There gowans are gay ; 
They gar me wake when I ſhou'd fleep, 
The firſt morning of May. 


About the fields as I did paſs, 
There gowans are gay ; 

J chanc'd to meet a proper laſs, 

The firſt morning of May. 
VOL 1, © 
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Right buſy was that bonny maid, 
There gowans are gay ; 

I halſt her, ſyne to her I aid, 
The firſt morning of May: 


O miſtreſs fair, what do you here? 
There gowns are gay ; 

Gathering the dew, what neid ye ſpeir ? 
The firſt morning of May. 


The dew,. quoth I, what ean that mean ? 
There gowans are gay ; 

Quoth ſhe, To waſh my miſtreſs cleau, 
The firſt morning of May. 4 


I aſked farder at hir ſyne, 

There gowans are gay, 
- Gif to my will ſhe wad incline ? 
The firſt morning of May. 


She ſaid, her errand was not there, 
Where gowans are gay; 

| Her maidenhood on me to ware, 

The firſt morning of May. 


Then like an arrow frae a bow, 
There gowans are gay ; 

She {kift away out o'er the know, 
The firſt morning of May. 


And left me in the garth my lane, 
There gowans are gay; 

And in my heart a twang of pain, 
- The firſt morning of May. 
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The little birds they ſang full ſweet, 
There gowans are gay; 

Unto my comfort was right meet, 
The firſt morning of May. 


And thereabout I paſt my time, 
There gowans are gay; 

Until it was the hour of prime, 
The firſt morning of May. 


And then returned hame bedeen, 
There gowans are gay; 

Panſand what maiden that had been, 
The firſt morning of May, 


Kertonha” : or, The Fairy Court. 


H E's prickt herſell and prin'd herſell, 
By the ae light o' the moon, 
And ſhe's awa' to Kertonha', 
As faſt as ſhe can gang, 


„What gars ye pu' the roſe, IE MN Y? 
What gars ye break the tree? 

What gars you gang to Kertonha', 
Without the leave of me?“ 


« Yes, I will pu' the roſe, ThñO MAS, 
And I will breatc the tree; | 
For Kertonha' ſhou'd be my ain, 
Nor aſk I leave of thee.” 


Full pleaſant is the fairy land, 
Aud happy there to dwell ; 
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I am a fairy lyth and limb; ? 
Fair maiden, view me well, 


O pleaſant is the fairy land! 
How happy there to dwell! 
But ay at every ſeven years end, 
_ We're @ dung down to hell. 


The morn is good Hallow-e'en, 
And our court a' will ride; 
If ony maiden wins her man, | 

Then ſhe may be his bride. 


But firſt ye'll let the black gae by, 
And then yell let the brown: 
Then I'll ride on a milk&-white ſteed, 

You'll pu* me to the ground, 


And firſt, I'll grow into your arms, 
An eſk, but and an edder ; | 
Had me faſt, let me not gang, L 
I' be your bairn's father. 


Next, I'll grew into your arms | a 
A toad, but and an eel ; 

Had me faſt, let me not gang, 
If you do love me leel. | 


Laſt, I'll grow into your arms 
A dove, but and a ſwan; 
Then, maiden fair, you'll let me go, 
I'll be a perfect man. 
; „ « * 4 K 


sc Oo TS SONGS. 


Clerk CoLV1LL: or, The Mermaid. 


LERK COLVILL and his luſty dame 
Were walking in the garden green; 
The belt around her ſtately waiſt 
Coſt Clerk CoLV1LlL of pounds fifteen, 


© promiſe me now, Clerk CoLVILL; 
Or it will colt ye muckle ſtrife ; 
Ride never by the wells of Slane,. 
If ye wad live and brook your life, 


Now ſpeak nae mair, my luſty dame, \ 
Now ſpeak nae mair of that. to me 5 

Did I ne'er ſee a fair woman, 
But I wad ſin with her fair body? 


He's ta'en leave o' his gay lady, 
Nought minding what his lady ſaid ;; 

And he's rode by the wells of Slane, 
Where waſhing was a bonny maid. 


„% Waſh on, waſh on, my bonny maid, 
That. waſh ſae clean your ſark of ſilKk; 
And weel fa? you, fair gentleman, 
Your body's wiiiter tlian the milk. 
Then loud, loud cry'd the Clerk COLVIL V. 
O my head it pains me fair ; 
_ ** Then take, then take,” the maiden ſaid, 
And frae my fark you'll cut a gare. 
Then ſhe's gi'ed him a little bane-knife,. 
And frae his ſark he cut a ſhare; 
She's ty'd it round his whey-white face, 
But. ay his head it ted mair. 
93 
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Then louder cryd the Clerk CoL VIII, 
“ ſairer, fairer akes my head; 

& And fairer, fairer ever will,” 
The maiden crys, till you be dead.“ 


Out then he drew his ſhining blade, 
Thinking to ſtick her where ſhe ſtood; 

But ſhe was vaniſh'd to a fiſh, 

And ſwam far off a fair mermaid. 

O mother, mother, braid my hair; 
My luſty lady, make my bed, | 

O brother, tace my ſword and ſpear, 
For I have ſeen the falſe mermaid; 

% D # 


WILLIE and ANNET. 


3 v' ance twa luvers in yon dale, 
And they lov'd ither weel, 
Frae ev'ning late to morning aire 

Of luving luv'd their fill. 


Now, W1LLI1E, gif you luve me weel, 
As ſae it ſeems to me, 

Gar build, gar build a bonny (chip, 
Gar build it ſpeedilie. 


And we will ſail the ſea ſae green, 


"Unto ſome far countrie, 
Or we'll ail to ſome bonie iſle 
Stands lanely midſt the ſea.” 


But lang or ere the ſchip was built, 
Or deck'd, or rigged out, 
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Came ſick a pain in ANNE T?s back, 
That down ſhe cou'd na lout. 


& Now, WiLLIE, gif ye luve me weel,. 
As ſae it ſeems to me, 

© haſte, haſte, bring me to my bow'r, 
And my bow'r maidens three.” 


He's taen her in his arms twa,, 
And kiſs'd her cheik and chin; 

He's brocht her to her ain ſweet. bow'r, 
But nae bow'r-maid was in. 


„Now, leave my bower, W1LL1E, ſhe ſaid, 
Now leave me to my lane; 

Was nevir man in a lady's bower 
When ſhe was travelling,” 


He's ſtepped three ſteps down the ſtair;. 
Upon the marble ſtane : 

Sae loud's he heard his young ſon's greet, 
But and his lady's mane ! 


— 


Now come, now come, WIL EI, ſhe ſaid, 
Tak your young ſon frae me, 

And hie him to your mother's bower 
With ſpeed and privacie.” 


He's taen his young ſon in his arms, 
He's kiſs'd him cheik and chin, 
He's hied him to his mother's bower 

By th' ae light of the moon. 


And with him came the bold Barone, 
And he ſpake up wi' pride, 

6 Gar ſeek, gar ſeek the bower- maidens, 
Gar buſk, gar bulk the bryde.“ 
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« My maidens, eaſy with my back, 
And eaſy with my ſide. 

O ſet my ſaddle ſaft, W1L LIE, 
I am a tender bryde.“ 


When ſhe came to the burrow town, 
They gied her a broach and ring, 
And when ſhe came to # * * 


They had a fair wedding. 


O up then ſpake the Norland Wt 
And blinkit wi' his ee, 
« I trow this lady's born a bairn 3 
Then lauclit loud lauchters three. 


And up then ſpake the briſk bridegroom, 
\ And he ſpake up wi' pryde, 
„m I ſhould pawn my wedding-gloves,. 
J will dance w? the bryde.” 


No had your tongue, my Lord, ſhe ſaid, 
Wo dancing let me be, 

F am ſae thin in fleih and blude, 
Sma' dancing will ſerve me.” 


But ſhe's taen WILUIE be the hand, 
The tear blinded her ee, 

But I wad dance n my true luve - 
But burſts my heart in three.“ 


She's taen her bracete: frae her arm, 
Her garter frae her knee, 
« Gie that, gie that to my young ſon, 


He'll ne'er his mother ſee.” 
„ ®% * 8 
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« Gar deal, gar deal the bread, mother, 
Gar deal, gar deal the wyne; 

This day hath feen my true lave's death, 
This nicht ſhall- witneſs myne.” 


165 
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The cruel Knight. 


HE Knight ſtands in the ſtable-door,, 
As he was for to ryde, | 
When out then came his fair lady, 
Deſiring him to byde. 


« How can I byde, how dare I byde, 
How can I byde with thee ? 

Have I not killd thy ae brother? 
Thou hadſt nae mair but he.“ 


If you have kill'd my ae brother, 
Alas! and woe is me! 

But if I fave your fair body, 
The better you'll like me.” 


She's taen him to her ſecret bower, 
Pinn'd with a filler-pin, 

And ſhe's up to her higheſt tower, 
To watch that none come in. 


She had na well gane up the ſtair, 
And entered in her tower, 

When four-and-twenty armed knights 
Came riding to the door. 


«© Now, Go you ſave, my fair lady, 
I pray you tell to me, | 
Saw you not a woynded knight: 
Come riding by this way ? 
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“ Yes; bloody, bloody was his ſword, 
And bloody were his hands ; 
But if the ſteed he rides be good, 
He's paſt fair Scotland's ſtrands, 


Ligkt down, light down, then, Gentlemen, 
And take ſome bread and wine ; 

The better you will him purſue, 
When you ſhall lightly dine.“ 

& We thank you for your bread, Lady, 
We thank you for your wine. 

I would gie thrice three thouſand pounds. 
Your fair body was mine.” 


Then ſhe's gane to her ſecret bower,, 
Her huſband dear to meet ; 

But out he drew his bloody ſword, 
And wounded her very deep. 


„What aileth thee now, good my Lord, 
What aileth thee at me? 

Have you not got my father's gold, 
But and my mother's fee?“ 


„ Now live, now live, my fair lady, 
O live but half an hour, 
There's ne'er a leech in fair Scotland. 
But ſhall be at thy bower.” 


How can I live, how ſhall I live, 
How can I live for thee ? | 

See you not where my red heart's blood 
Runs trickling: dowu my knee! 
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Wha will bake, etc. 


* HA will bake my bridal bride, 
And brew my bridal ale ? 

And wha will welcome my briſk bride 
That I bring o'er the dale ? 


J will bake your bridal bread, 
And brew your bridal ale, 

And I will welcome your briſk bride 
That you bring o'er the dale. 


But ſhe that welcomes my briſk bride 
Maun gang like maiden fair, 

She maun lace on her robe ſae jimp, 
And braid her yellow hair. 


But how can I gang maiden-like, 

When maiden I am nane ? 

Have I not born ſeven ſons to thee, 
And am with child agen ? 


She's taen her young ſon in her arms, 
Another in her hand, 

And ſhe's up to the higheſt tower, 
To ſee him come to land. 


You're welcome to your houſe, Maſter, 
You're welcome to your land, 

You're welcome with your fair lady, 
That you lead by the hand, | 


„ 


And ay ſhe ſerv'd the lang tables 
With white bread and with wine, 

And ay ſhe drank the wan water, 
To had her colour fine. 
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Now he's taen down a ſilk napkin 


Hung on the ſilver - pin, 
And ay he wipes the tear trickling 
Adown her cheek and chin, 


8 


P'll wager, I'II wager, etc. 


ILL wager, Pll wager, I'll wager with you, 
Five hundred merks and ten, N 
That a maid ſha*nae go to yon bunny Seen wood, 
And a maiden return agen. 


I'll wager, I'll wager, I'll wager with you, 
Five hundred merks and ten, 

That a maid ſhall go to yon bonny greed wood, 
And a maiden return agen, 


She's pu'd the blooms aff the broom-buſh, 
And ſtrew'd them on's white haſs-bane ; 
This is a ſign whereby ye may know 
That a maiden was here, but ſhe's gane. 


O where was you, my good gray ſteed, 
That I hae lo'ed ſae dear? 

© why did you not waken me 
When my true love was here ? 


I ſtamped with my foot, Maſter, 

And gar'd my bridle ring, | 
But you wadnae waken from your ſleep, 

Till your love was paſt and gane. 
Now I may ſing as dreary a ſang, 

As the bird ſung on the brier, 


For my true love is far remov'd, 


And I'll ne'er ſee her mair. 
END OFT PART FiRksrT., 
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PART SECOND. 


T 
AND 


Ze 1 


An thou wert my ain Thing. 


{NN thou wert mine ain thing, 
— I would lue thee, I would Iue thee ; 
- An thou wert mine ain thing, 
How dearly would I lue thee. 


Of race divine thou needs mult be, 2 
Since naething earthly equals thee; 
For Heaven's ſake, oh! favour me, 
Who only live to lue thee. 
An thou wert, etc. 


The gods ae thing peculiar have, 
To ruin nane wham they can ſave; 
O! for their ſake ſupport a ſlave, 
Who oaly lives to lue thee. 
An thou wert, etc. 


To merit I nae claim can male, 
But that I lue; and, for thy ſake, K 
FE 3 


Whüilſt thou, like ivy, or the vine, 
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What man can name I'll undertake, 
So dea:ly do I lue thee, 
An thou wert, etc. 


My paſton, conſtant as the ſun, 
Flames ſtronger ſtill, will ne'er have done, 
Till Fates my thread o' life hae ſpun, 
Which breathing out I'll lue thee. 
An thou wert, etc. 


EC 


Like bees that ſuck the morning · dew 
Frae flours o' ſweeteſt ſcent and hue, 
Sae wad 1 dwell upo' thy mou, 
And gar the gods envy me. 
An thou wert, etc. 


dae lang's I had the uſe o' light, 
I'd on thy beauties feaſt my ſight, 
Syne in ſaft whiſpers thro? the uight,. 
I'd tell how much I 1oo'd thee. 
An thou wert, etc. 


* 


How Fair and ruddy is my IJ Ax 


She muves a goddeis o' er the green! 
Were I a kings thou ſhuu'd be queen, 
Nane but myſell aboon thee. 

An thou wert, etc. 


I'd graſp thee to this breaſt o mine, 
Around my ſtronger limbs ſliou'd twine, 


Form'd hardy to defend thee, 
An thou wert, etc. 
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Time's on the wing, and will not ſtay, 
In ſhining youth let's mak our hay; 
Since luve admits of nae delay, 
O let nae ſcorn undo thee. 
Au thou wert, etc. 


While Luve does at his altar ſtand, 
Hae there's my heart, gie me thy hand, 
And with ilk ſmile thou ſhalt command 
The will o him wha lues thee. 
An thou wert, etc. 


Same Tune. 


7 ENT thou but mine ain thing, 

I would lue thee, I would lue thee ; 
Wert thou but mine ain tling, 
How dearly would I lue tlie! 


As round the elm th* enamour'd vine 
Delights wi' wanton arms to twine, 
Jae I'd encircle thee in mine, 
And ſhaw how much I lue thee. 
Wert thou bet, etc. 


This earth ray paradiſe ſhou'd be; 
I'd graſp a heav*n of joys in thee, 1 
For thou art a? thy ſex to me, ; 
So fondly do I lue thee. 

Wert thou but, etc. 


Show'd thunder roar its loud alarms, 
Amang the claſh of hoſtile arms, 
I'd ſaftly fink amang thy charms, 
And only live to lue thee. 
Wert tou but, etc. 
P 3 
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Let Fortune drive, me far away, 
Or make me fa” to foes a prey, 
My flame for thee ſhall ne'er decay, 
And dying I would lue thee. 
Wert thou but, etc. 


Tho' I were number'd wi' the dead; 
My ſau! ſhould hover round thy head: 
I may be turn'd a ſilent hade, 


But never ceaſe to lue thee. 
ert thou but, etc. 


——___ —— 


To the Tune of 4pron, Deary. 


N Y ſheep I neglected, I loſt my ſheep-hook, 
And all the gay haunts of my youth I forſook, 
Nae mair for AMyYNT A freſh garlands I wove, 
For ambition, I ſail, would ſoon cure me of love. 
O what had my youth with ambition to do? 
Why left I AMYNTA? why broke I my vow? 
O gi” me my ſheep, and my ſheep-hook reſtore, 
PU wander frae love and AMYNTA 10 more. 


Through regions remote in vain do I rove, 
And bid the wild ocean ſecure me from love! 
O fool! to imagine that ought, can ſubdue 
A love fo well founded, a paſlion ſo true. 

O what had my youth, etc. 


Alas! 'tis o'er late at thy fate to repine ; 

Poor ſhepherd, AMYNTA nae mair can be thine : 
Thy tears are a' fruitleſs, thy wiſhes are-vain, 
The moment: neglected return nae again. 


. 


— 
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O what had my youth with ambition to do? | 
hy left I AMYNTA ? why broke I my vow F 
Ogi me my ſheep, and my ſheep-hook reſtore, 
Pl wander frae l9ve and AMYNTA no more. 


* 


— 


Alloa-Houſe. 


HE ſpring-time returns, and clothes the green plains, 
And Alloa ſhines more chearful and gay; 
The lark tunes his throat, aad the neighbouring ſwains 
Sing merrily round me where-ever I ſtray: 
But SANDY nae mair returns to my view 
Nae ſpring-tume me chears, nae muſic can _—_— > 
He's gane! and, I fear me, for ever: adieu! 
Adieu every pleaſure this boſom can warm! 


O Alloa-houſe !' how much art thou chang'd ! 
How litent, how dull to me is each grove ! 
Alane I here wander where ance we both rang'd, 
Alas ! where to pleaſe me my SANDY ance ſtrove ? 
Here, SANDY, I heard the tales that you tauld, 
Here liſt'ned too fond whenever you ſung ; 
Am I grown leſs fair then, that you are turn'd cauld ? 
Or fooliſh, believ'd a falſe, flattering tongue? 


So ſpoke the fair maid, when Sorrows keen pain, | 
And Shane, her laſt fault'ring accents ſuppreſt; b 
For Fate, at that moment, brought back her dear fwain, | 
Who heard, and, wi' rapture, his NELLY addreſt : 
My NELLY ! my fair, I come; O my luve! 
Nae power ſhall thee tear again from my arms, 
And, NHL LV, nae mair thy fond ſhepherd reprove, 
Who know: thy fair worth, and adores a? thy charms. 


176 SCOTS SONGS. 


She heard; and new joy ſhot thro? her ſaft frame, 
And will you, my Lgve! be true? ſhe replied-: 
And live I to meet my fond ſhepherd the ſame ? 
Or dream I that SaNnDy will make me his bride ? 
O NELLY ! I live to find thee ſtill kind; 
Still true to thy ſwain, and luvely as true : 
Then adieu to a' ſorrow ; what foul is ſo blind, 
As not to live happy for ever with you? 


Same Tune. 


H ! how cou'd I venture to lave ane like thee, 
And you not deſpiſe a poor conqueſt like me ? 
On lords, thy admirers, cou'd look wi” diſdain, 
And knew I was naething, yet pity'd my pain ? 
You ſaid, while they teaz d you with nonfenſe and dreſs, 
When real the paſſion, the vanity's leſs ; 
You ſaw thro? that ſilence which others, deſpiſe, 
And, while beaux were a-tzuking, read luve in my eyes. 


O! how ſhall I fauld thee, and kiſs a' thy charms, 
©, Till fainting wi pleaſure, I die in your arms; 
7 > Thro' a' the wild tranſports of ecſtaſy toſt, 
Fill ſinking together, together we're loſt ! 
oh! where is the maid that, like thee, ne'er can cloy, 
Whofe wit does enliven each dull pauſe of joy; 
And when the ſhort raptures are all at an end, 
From beautiful miſtreſs turns fenſible friend? 


In vain do 1 praiſe thꝭe, or ſtrive to reveal, 
Too nice for expreſſion, which only we feel. 
In a' that you do, in each lock aud each mein, 
The graces in waiting adorn you unſeen, 
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When I ſee yon, I luve you; when hearing, adore; _ 
I] wonder, and think you a woman no more; 
Till mad w? admiring, I cannot contain, 

And kifling your lips, you turn woman again. 


With thee in my boſom, how can I deſpair ? 

I'll gaze on thy beauties, and look awa care: 

I'll aſk thy advice when with troubles oppreſt, 
Which never diſpleaſes, but always is beſt. 

In all that I write I'll thy judgement enquire ; 

Thy wit ſhall correct what thy love did inſpire : 

ZU kiſs thee, and preſs thee, till youth is all o'er, 
And then live in friendſhip, when paſlion's no more. 


— nm 


Auld Lang Syne. 


898 auld acquaintance be forgot, 
Tho? they return with ſcars ? 
Theſe are the noble hero's lot, 
Obtain'd in glorious wars: 
Welcome, my VARO, to my breaſt, 
Thy arms about me twine, 
And mak me ance again as bleſt, 
As I was lang Hne. 


Methinks around us on each bough 

A thouſand Cupids play, 

Whilſt through the groves I wauk with you, 
Each object maks me gay: 

Since your return, the Tun and moon 
With brighter beams do ſhine, 

Streams murmur ſoft notes while they run, 
As they did lang ſyne, 
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Deſpiſe the court and din o? ſtate; 
Let that to their ſhare fa', 

Who can eſteem ſuch ſlav'ry great, 
While bounded like a ba“: 

But ſunk in luve, upo' my arms 
Let your brave head recline ; 

We'll pleaſe ourſels wi' mutual charms, 
As we did lang ſyne. 


O'er moor and dale wi' your gay friend 
You may purſue the chace, 
And, after a blyth bottle, end 
A' cares in my embrace: 
And in a vacant rainy day, 
You ſhall be wholly mine; 
We'll mak the hours run ſmooth . 
Aud laugh at lang ſyne. 


The hero, pleas'd wi' the ſweet air, 
The ſigns of gen'rous love, 

Which had been utter'd by the fair, 
Bow'd to the pow'rs above; 

Next day, wi” glad conſent and haſte, 
Th' approach'd the ſacred ſhrine ; 

Where the good prieſt the couple bleſt, 
And put them out o' pine. 


| 
Same Tune, 


WE EN floury meadows deck the year, 
And ſporting lambkins play, 

When ſpangled fields renew'd appear, 

And muſic wak'd the day; 
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Then did my Cu Lo leave her bow'r, 
To hear my am'rous lay, 

Warm'd by my love, ſhe vow'd no power 
Shou'd lead her heart aſtray. 


The warbling quires from ev'ry bough 
Surround our couch in thrangs, 

And a' their tunefu' art beſtow, 
To gi' us change o' ſangs : 

Scenes o' delight my ſoul poſſeſs d, 
I blefs'd, then hugg'd my maid ; 

I robb'd the kiſſes frae her breaſt, 
Sweet as a noon-day's ſhade, 


But joy tranſporting never fails 
To flee awa? as air; 

Another ſwain wi' her prevails 
To be as fauſe-as fair. 

What can my fatal paſſion cure 
I'll never woo again; 

A” her diſdain I maun endure, 
Adoring her in vain. 


What pity tis to hear the boy 
Thus ſighing wi' his pain! 

But time and ſcorn may gie him joy, 
To hear her ſigh again. 

Ah! fickle CRLOE, be advis'd, 
Do not thyſel' beguile; 

A faithfu' lover ſhould be priz'd, 
Then cure him wi' a ſinile. 
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Allan Water. 


HAT numbers ſhall the muſe repeat ? 
What verſe be found to praiſe my ANN1E? 

On her ten thouſand graces wait, 

Each ſwain admires, and owns-ſhe's bonny. 
Since firſt ſhe trod the happy plain, 

She ſet each youthfu' heart on fire; 
Each nymph does to her ſwain complain, 

That AN NIE kindles new deſire. 


This lovely darling, deareſt care, 
This new delight, this charming AN NIE, 
Like ſummer's dawn, ſhe's freſh and fair, 
When FLo 4's fragrant breezes fan ye. 
A' day the am'rous youths conveen, 
Joyous they ſport and play before her ; 
A' night, when ſhe nae mair is ſeen, 
In bliſsful dreams they till adore her. 


Amang the crowd AMyNXTOR came, 

He look'd, he luv'd, he bow'd to AN NIE; 
His riſing ſighs expreſs his flame, 

His words were few, his wiſhes many. 
W? ſmiles the luvely maid reply'd, 

Kind Shepherd, Why ſhou'd I deceive ye? 
Alas! your love maun be deny'd, 

This deſtin'd breaſt can ne'er relieve ye. 


Young DaMoN came, with Cup 1D's art, 
His wiles, his ſmiles, his charms beguiling, 

He ſtaw awa' my virgin heart; 

Ceaſe, poor AMINTOR, ceaſe bewailing. 
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Some brighter beauty you may find, 
On yonder plain the nymphs are many; 
Then chuſe ſome heart that's unconfin'd, 
And leave to DAM ON his own ANNIE. 


— 


Broom of Cowdenknows. 


T TOW blvthe, ilk morn, was I to ſee 
My ſwain come o'er the hill! 
He ſi:ipt the burn, and flew to me; 
I met him wi' good will. 
O the broom, the bonny, bonny broont, 
The broom o' Codenknows ; 
I wiſh I werewi) my dear ſwain, 
I?" lis pipe and my ewes. 


I neither wanted ew nor lamb, 
While his flock near me lay; 
He gather'd in my ſheep at night, - 
And chear'd me à the day. 

O the broom, &Cc. 


He tun'd his pipe and reed ſae ſweet, 
The birds ſtood lifPning by; 
Ev'n the dull cattle ſtood and gaz'd, 
Charm'd wi” his melody. 
O the broom, &c. 5 


While thus we ſpent our time, by turns 
Betwixt our flocks and play, 
I envy'd not the faireſt dame, 
Tho ne'er ſo rich and gay, 
O the broom, &&. 
il. . Q 
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Hard fate! that I ſhou'd baniſl'd be, 
Gang heavily and mourn, 
Becaule I lov'd the kindeſt ſwain 
T hat ever yet was born ! 
O the broom, &. 
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He did oblige me ev'ry hour ; 
Cou'd I but faĩthfu' be? 
He ſtaw my heart; cou'd I refule 
Whate'er he aſl'd of me ? 
O the broom, &c. 


My doggie, and my little kit, 
That held my wee ſoup whey, 
My plaidy, broach, and crooked ſtick, 
May now ly uſeleſs. by. 
O the broom, &C. 


Adieu, ye Cowdenknows, adieu, 
Farewel a' pleaſures there; 
Ye gods, reſtore me to my ſwain, 
Is a' I crave, or care. 
0 the broom, the bonny, bonn) broom, 
The broom of Cowdenknows 5 
1 win] were with my dear ſwain, 
With his fite and my ewes. 


Same Tune, 


\ HEN ſummer comes, the ſwains on Tweed 
Sing their ſucceſsful loves, 

Around the ewes and lambins feed, 
And mutlic fills the groves, 
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But my lov'd ſong is then the broom 

So fair on Cowdenknows ; 

For ſure ſo ſweet, ſo ſoft a bloom 
Elfe where there never grows. 


There Col iN tun'd his oaken reed, 
And won my yielding heart; 

No ſhepherd e' er that dwelt on Tweed 

Cou'd play with half ſuch art. 


He ſung of Tay, of Forth, and Clyde, 
The hills and dales all round, 

O! Leaderhaughs and Leaderſide, 
Oh! how I bleſfd the ſound. 


Yet more deliglitfol is the broom 
So fair on Cowdenknows ; 

For ſure ſo freſh, ſo bright a bloom 
Eiſewhere there never grows. 


Net Tiviot braes ſo green and gay 
Moy with this broom compare, 
Nor Yarrow banks in flow'ry May, 
Nor the buih aboon Traquair. 


More pleaſing far are Cowdenknows, 
My peaceful happy home, 

Where I was wort to milk my ewes 
At ev'n among the broom. 


Ye powers that haunt the woods and plains 
Where Tweed with Tiviot flows, 
Convey me to the beſt of ſwains, 
Aud my lev'd Cowdenknows., 


Q 2 
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Bonny IE AXN. 


OVE's goddeſs, in a myrtle grove, 
Said, Cuyp1D, bend thy bow with * 

Nor let thy ſliaft at random rove, 

For JE NN 's haughty heart maun bleed. 
The ſmiling boy, with art divine, 

From Paphos ſhot an arrow keen, 
Which flew, unerring, to the heart, 

And kill'd the pride of bonny IE AN. 


Nae mair the nymph, wi' haughty air, 
Refuſes WII. L's kind addreſs; 
Her yielding bluſhes ſhew nae care, 
But too much fondneſs to ſuppreſs. 
Nae mair the youth is ſullen now, 
But looks the gayeſt on the green, 
Wlälſt ev'ry day he ſpies ſome new 
Surpriſing charms in bonny JEAN. 
A thouſand tranſports crowd his breaſt, 
He moves as light as flecting wind ; 
His former ſorrows ſeem a jelt, 
Now when his JENNY is turn'd kind; 
Riches he looks on wr diſdain, 
The glorious fields of war look mean ; 
The chearful hound and horn give pain, 
If abfent from his bonny JE AN. 


'The day he ſpends in amorous gaze, - 
Which ev'n in ſummer ſhorten'd ſeems ; 

When ſunk in downs, wi? glad amaze, 

He wonders at her in his dreams. 
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A* charms diſclos'd, ſhe looks more bright 
Than Troy's fair prize, the Spartan queen, 
Wi' breaking day he lifts his ſight, 
And pants to be wi? bonny JEAN. 


Same Tune. 


OM Spring begins her ſiniling round, 
And laviſh paints th” enamell'd ground; .-% 

The birds now lift their chearful voice, 
And gay on every bough rejoice : 
Ihe lovely Graces, hand in hand, 
Knit fait in Love's eternal band, 
With early ſtep, at morning dawn, 
Tread lightly v'er the dewy lawn. 


Where-e'er. the youthful ſiſters move, 
They fire the ſoul to genial love: 
Now, by the river's painted fide, 

"ne ſwaln Celights his country bride; 
While pleas'd ſhe hears his artleſs vows, 
Fach bird his feather'd conſort wooes : 
Soon will the ripen'd Summer yield 
Her various gifts to ev'ry field. 


The fertile trees, a lovely ſhow! 
With ruby- tinctur'd birth ſhall glow ; 
Sweet ſmells from beds of lilies borne, 
Perfume the breezes of the morn: 
The ſniling day and dewy night, 
To rural ſcenes my fair invite; 
With ſummer-ſweets to feaſt her eye, 
Yet ſoon, ſoon will the ſummer fly. 

Q 3 
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Attend, my lovely maid, and know 
To profit by ti inſtructive ſhow. 


Now young and blooming thon kppears, 


All in the flouriſh of thy years; 

The lovely bud ſhall ſoon diſcloſe 
To ev'ry eye the bluſhing roſe; 
Now, now, the tender ſtalk is ſeen, 
With beauty freſh, and ever green : 


But when the ſunny hours are paſt, 
Think not the coz'ning ſcene will laſt ; 
Let not the flatterer, Hope, perſuade,. 
Ah! maſt I ſay that it will fade? 
For ſee the ſummer flies away, 

Sad emblem of our own decay! 

Now winter from the frozen north, 
Drives {wit his iron chariot forth. 


His griſly hands in icy chains 

Fair Tweda's ſilver ſtream conſtrains : 
Caſt up thy eyes, how bleak and bare 
He wanders on the tops of Lare! 
Behold his footſteps dire are ſeen 
Confeſt o'er ev'ry witt'ring green. 


Griev'd at the ſight, when thou ſhalt ſee 


A ſnowy wreath to cloath each tree; 


Frequenting now the ſtream no more, 


Thou fleeſt, difpleas'd, the frozen ſhore. 
When thou ſhalt miſs the flow'rs that grew 


But late, to charm thy raviſli'd view ; 
Then ſhall a ſigh thy ſoul invade, , 
And ver thy pleaſures caſt a ſhade; 
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Shall I, ah! horrid ! wilt thou ſay, 
Be like to this ſome other day? 


But when in ſnow and dreary froſt 
The pleaſure of the field, is loſt, 

To blazing hearths at home we run, 
And fires ſupply the diſtant ſun ; | 
In gay delights our hours employ, 
And do not loſe, but change our joy : 
Happy ! abandon ev'ry care, 

To lead the dance, to court the fair, 


To turn the page of ſacred bards, 

To drain the bowl, and deal the cards. 
In cities thus, with witty friends, 

In ſmiles the hoary ſeaſon ends. 

But when the lovely white and red 
From the pale afhy cheek is fled, 

Then wrinkles dire and age ſevere, 
Make beauty fly we know not where. 


The fair, whom Fates unkind diſarm, 
Ah! muſt they ever ceaſe to charm ? 

Or is there left ſome pleaſing art, 

To keep ſecure a captive heart? 
Unhappy love! may lovers ſay, 

Beauty, thy food does ſwift decay; 
When once that ſhort-liy'd ſtock is ſpent, 
What is't thy famine can prevent ? 


Lay in good ſenſe with timeous care, 
That Love may live on Wiſdom's fare; 
Tho' Ecftacy with Beauty flies, 

Eſteem is born when Beauty dies. 
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Happy the man whom Fates decree 
Their richeſt gift in giving thee : 
Thy beauty ſhall his youth engage, 
Thy wiſdom ſhall delight his age. 


Banks of Forth. 


WAKEF, my love, with genial ray 
The ſun returning glads the day ; 

Awake, the balmy zephyr blows, 
The hawthorn blooms, the daiſie glows, 
The trees regain their verdant pride, 
The turtle wooes his tender bride, 
To love each warbler tunes the ſong, 
And Forth in dimples glides along. 


O more than blooming daiſies fair ! 

More fragrant than the vernal air ! 

More gentle than the turtle-dove, 

Or ſtreams that murmur through the grove! 
Bethink thee all is on the wing, 

Theſe pleaſures wait on waſting ſpring ; 
Then come, the tranſient bliſs enjoy; 

Nor fear what fleets ſo faſt will cloy. 


Same Tune. 


E ſylvan pow' rs that rule the plain, 
Where ſweetly-winding Fortha glides, 
Conduct me to theſe banks again, 
Since there my charming Mou. Ly bides. 
Theſe banks that breathe their vernal ſweets, 


Where ev'ry ſmiling beauty meets ; 
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Where Mo LL y's charms adorn the plain, 
And chear the heart of ev'ry ſwain. 


Thrice happy were the golden days, 
When IJ, amidſt the rural throng, 
On Fortha's meadows breath'd my lays, 
And MoLLyY's charms were all my ſongs, 
While ſhe was preſent all were gay, 
No ſorrow did our mirth allay ; 
We ſung of pleaſure, ſung of love, 
And muſic breath'd in ev'ry grove. 


O then was I the happieſt ſwain ! 

No adverſe fortune marr'd my joy; 
The ſhepherd ſigh'd for her in vain, 

On me ſhe ſmil'd, to them was coy. 
O'er Fortha's mazy banks we ſtray'd : 
I woo'd, I lov'd the beauteous maid ; 
The beauteous maid my love return'd, 
And both with equal ardour burn'd. 


Once on the graſſy bank reclin'd, 

Where Forth ran by in murmurs deep, 
It was my happy chance to find 

The charming MoL Ly Aull'd aſleep : 
My heart then leap'd with inward bliſs, 
I ſoftly ſtoop'd, and ſtole a kiſs; 
She wak'd, ſhe bluſh'd, and faintly blam'd, 
Why, DAM o, are you not aſham'd ? 


Oft in the thick embow'ring groves, 
Where birds their muſic chirp'd aloud, 
Alternately we ſung our loves, 


And Fortha's fair meanders view'd.. 
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The meadows wore a gen'ral ſmile, - 
Love was our banquet all the while ; 
The lovely proſpect charm'd the eye, 
To where the ocean met the ſy. 


Te ſylvan powers, ye rural gods, 

To whom we ſwains our cares impart, 
Reſtore me to theſe ble(s'd abodes, 

And eaſe, oh eaſe! my love-fick heart; 
Theſe happy days again reſtore, 
When lol and I ſhall part no more; 
When ſhe ſhall fill theſe longing arms, 
And crown my bliſs with all her charms. 


Buſh aboon 1raquair. 


E AR me, ye nymphs, and ev'ry ſwain, 


I'll tell how Pr GV grieves me z - 


Though thus I languiſh, thus complain, 
Alas! the ne'er believes me. 

My vows and ſighs, like ſilent air, 
Unheeded never move her. 

At the bonny buſh aboon Traquair, 
*T was there I firſt did love her. , 


That day ſhe ſmil'd, and made me glad, 
No maid ſeem'd ever kinder ; 
I thought myſelf the luckieſt lad, 
So ſweetly there to find her. 
I try'd to ſoothe my am'rous flame, 
In words that I thought tender; 
If more there paſꝰd I'm not to blame, 
I meant not. to offend her, 
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Yet now ſhe ſcornful flies the plain, 
The fields we then frequented ; 

If e'er we meet, ſhe ſhews diſdain, 
She looks as ne'er acquainted, 

The bonny bufh bloom'd fair in May, 
Its ſweets Ill ay remember; 

But now her frowns make it decay, 
It fades as in December. 


Ye rural pow'rs, who hear my ſtrains, 
Wu thus ſhonld PEGGY grieve me? 
Oh! mak her partner in my pains, 
Then let her ſmiles relieve me. 
If not, my love will turn deſpair, 
My paſtion nae mair tender ; 
I'll leave the buſh aboon Traquair, 
To lonely wilds I'Il wander. 


Birks of Invermay. 


HE ſmiling morn, the breathing ſpring, 
Invite the tunefu” birds to ſing; 

And while they warble from each ſpray, 

Love melts the univerſal lay ; 

Let us, Amanda, timely wiſe, 

Like them improve the hour that flies, 

And in ſaft raptures waſte the day 

Amang the birks of Invermay. 


For ſoon the winter of the year, 
And age, life's winter, will appear; 
At this thy lively bloom will fade, 
As that will ſtrip the verdant ſhade; 
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Our taſte of pleaſure then is o'er, 

The feather'd ſongſters pleaſe no more; 
And when they droop and we decay, 
Adieu the birks of Invermay. 


The lav'rocks now and lintwhites ſing, 
The rocks around wi” echoes ring, 
The mavis and the blackbird vye 

In tunefu' ſtrains to glad the day; 


The woods new wear their ſummer-ſiits, 


To mirth a' nature now invites; 
Let us be blythſome then, and gay, 
Amang the birks of Inverimay, 


Behold, the hills and vales around 
With lowing herds and flocks abound 
The wanton kids and friſking lambs 
Gambol and dance abont their dams ; 
The buſy bees with humming noiſe, 
And a' the reptile kind rejoice ; 

Let us, like them, then ſing and play 
About the birks of Invermay. 


Hark how the waters, as they fa, 
Loudly my love to gladneſs ca“; 

The wanton waves ſport in the beams, 
And fiſhes play throughout the ſtreams ; 
The circling ſun does now advance, 
And all the planets round him dance 
Let us as jovial be as they 

Amang the birks of Invermay. 
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Brees of Ballenden. 
By Mr Blacklock. 


IDENEATH a green ſhade, a lovely young ſwain 

Ae ev*ning reclin'd to «diſcover his pain; 
So ſad, yet ſo ſweetly he warbled his woe, 
The wind ceasd to breathe, and the fountains to lowz 
Rude winds, wi” compaſſion, cou'd hear him complain, 
Yet CHLOE, lefs gentle, was deaf to his train, 


How happy, he cry'd, my moments once flew, 

E'er Ca LoE% bright charms firſt fafld in my view 
Thoſe eyes then, wi' pleaſure, the dawn cou'd furvey, 
Nor ſmiPd the fair morning mair chearfu* than they; 
Now ſcenes of diſtreſs pleaſe only my fight, 

I'm tortur'd in pleaſure, and languiſh in light. 


Thro' changes, in vain, relief I purſue, 

All, all but conſpire my griefs to renew; 

From ſunſhine to zephyrs and ſhades we repair, 
To ſunſhine we fly from too piercing an air: 
But love's ardent fever burns always the ſame ; 
No winter can coo! it, no ſummer inflame. 


But ſee the pale moon, all clonded, retires, 

The breezes grow cool, not STREPH ON's deſires : 
I fly from the dangers of tempeſt and wind, 

Yet nouriſh the madneſs that preys on my mind; 
Ah, wretch | how can life be worthy thy care? 

To lengthen its moments, but lengthens deſpair. 
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Braes of Yarrow. 


USK ye, buſk ye, my bonny bride, 
Buſk ye, buſk ye, my winſome marrow, 
Buſk ye, buſk ye, my bonny bride, 
Buſk and go to the braes of Yarrow. 
There will we ſport and gather dew, 
Dancing while lav'rocks ſing the morning: 
There learn frac turtles to prove true; 
O BELL, neer vex me with thy ſcorning. 


To weſtlin breezes FLORA yields, 

And when the beams are kindly warming, 
Blythneſs appears o'er all the fields, 

And nature looks mair freſh and charming, 
Learn frae the burns that trace the mead, 
Tho? on their banks the roſes bloſſom, 


Vet haſtily they flow to Tweed, 

And pour their ſweetneſs in his boſom. 
— Haſte ye, haſte ye, my bonny BELL, 

Haſte to my arms, and there I'll guard thee, 
WY free conſent my fears repel, 

I'Il wi? my love and care reward thee. 
Thus ſang I ſaftly to my fair, 4 

Who rais'd my hopes with kind —_— ; 
O queen of ſiniles, -I aſk nae mair, 

Since now my bonny-BEL L's conſenting, 


"a 


Bonny Boatman. 


V gales that gently wave the ſea, | 
And pleaſe the canny boatman, 
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Bear me frae hence, or bring to me 
My brave, my bonny Scot--man: 
In haly bands 
We join'd our hands, 
Yet may not this diſcover, 
While parents rate 
A large eſtate, 
Before a faithfu' lover. 


But I loor chuſe in Highland g'ens 
To herd the kid and goat---man, 
Ere I cou'd for lic little ends 
Refuſe my bonny Scot---man, 
Wae worth the man 
Wha firſt began 
The baſe ungen'rous faſhion, 
Frae greedy views 
Love's arts to uſe, 


While ſtranger to its paſſion. 


Frae foreign fields, my lovely youth, 
Haſte to thy longing laſlie, 
Who pants to preſs thy bawmy youth, 
Aud in her boſom hauſe thee, 
Love gi'es the word, 
Theu haſte on board, 
Fair winds and tenty boatman, 
Watt o'er, waft o'er 
Frae yonder ſhore, 
My blyth, my bonny Scot---man, 
R 2 
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Blink over the Burn, ſweet BETTY. S 
EAVE kindred and friends, ſweet Bx TT, E 
Leave kindred and friends for me : 
Afur'd thy ſervant is ſteddy * 
To love, to honour, and'thee. | 
The gifts of nature and fortune p 
May flee by chance as they came; 
They're grounds the deſtinies ſport on, 1 
But virtue is ever the ſame, 

Altho' my fancy were roving, \ 
Thy charms ſo heav'nly appear, = 
That other beauties diſproving, \ 

I'd worſhip thine only, my dear. 
And ſhow'd life's ſorrows embitter P 
The pleaſure we promis'd our loves, 
To ſhare them together is fitter, 17 
Than moan aſunder like doves. 
Oh! were I but ance ſa bleſſed, 1 
To graſp my love in my arms! 
By thee to be graſp'd, and kifled ! 1 


And live on thy lreaven of charms ! 
I'd laugh at Fortune's caprices, 
= Shou'd Fortune capricious pruve; — 
3 | Though death ſhould. tear me to pieces, | 
| I'd die a martyr to luve. 
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Bess Y's Haggies. 


E SS Ys beauties ſhine ſue bright, 
Were her mony virtues fewer, 
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She wad ever gie delight, 

And in tranſport mak me view her. 
Bonny Be ssyY, thee alane 

Love I, naething elſe about thee ; 
With thy comelineſs I'm tane, 

And langer cannae live without thee. 


BeSSY*s boſom's ſaft and warm, 
Milk-white fingers {till employ'd, 
He who taks her to his arm, 
Of her (ſweets can ne'er be cloy'd. 
My dear BessY, when the roſes 
Leave thy cheek, as thou grows aulder, 
Virtne, which thy mind diſcloſes, 
Will keep love from growing caulder. 


B:s$SY's tocher is but ſcanty, 
Yet her face and ſoul diſcovers: 
Thoſe enchanting ſweets in plenty 
Mann entice a thouſand lovers. 
It's not money, but a woman 
Of a temper kind and eafy, 
That gives happineſs uncommon, 
Petted things can uought but teaze ye. 
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Bonnieſt Laſs in a' the Warld. 


E OK where my dear Ha M1LLA ſmiles, 


HAMI1LLA ? heavenly charmer ; 
See how i' a' their arts and wiles 
The Loves and Graces arm her. 
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A bluſh dwells glowing on her cheeks, 

Fair feats of youtliful pleaſures, 
There love in ſmiling language ſpeaks,. 

There ſpreads his roſy treaſures, 


O faireſt maid.! I own thy power, 
I gaze, I ſigh, and languiſh, 

Yet ever, ever will adore, 
And triumph in my anguiſh. 

But eaſe, O charmer ! eaſe my care, 
And let my torments move thee ;. 

As thou art faireſt of the fair, 
So I the deareſt love thee. 


hn 


Bonny CHRIST. 


OW ſweetly ſmells the ſimmer green! 
Sweet taſte the peach and cherry; 
Painting and order pleaſe our een, 
And claret maks ns merry : 
But fineſt colours, fruits, and flours, 
And wine, though I be thirſty, 
Loſe a their charms and weaker powers, 
Corgpar*d with thoſe of CMRIS T. 


When wandring o'er the floury park, 
Nae nat'ral beauty wanting, 
How lghtſame is*t-to hear the lark, 
And birds in conſort chanting ? 
But if my CHRIST tunes her voice, 
I'm. wrapt in admiration ; a 
My moughts with extaſies rejoice, | 
Aud dap the hale creztian, | 
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Whene'er ſhe ſiniles a kindly glance, 
I tak the happy omen, 

And aften mint to make advance, 
Hoping ſhe'll prove a woman : 

But, dubious of my ain deſert, 
My ſentiments I ſmother ; - 

With fecret ſighs I vex my heart, 

For fear ſhe loves another. 


Thus ſang blate Enix by a burn, 
His CHRIST did &er-hear him; 
She doughtna let her lover mourn, 
But e'er he wiſt drew near him. 
She ſpake her favour with a look, 
Which left nae room to doubt her; 
He wiſely this white minute took, 
And flang his arms about her. 


My CauR15STyY !---witreſs, bonny ſtream, 


Sic joys frae tears ariſing, 
J wiſh this may na be a dream; 
O love the maiſt ſurpriſing 
Time was too precious now for tauk 
This point of a' his wiſhes 
He wadna with ſet ſpeeches hauk, 
But war'd it a' on kiſſes, 


let mn 
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BessY BELL and Mary GRA. 


BESSY BELL and MARY GRA, 
They war twa bor ay laſſes, 


They biggi'd a bower on yon burn brae 
And thecked it ver wi” raſhes. 


* 
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Fair Br s$Y BELL I loo'd yeſtreen, 
And thought I ne'er could alter : 
But Mary GRAY's twa pawky een, 

They gar my fancy falter. 


Now BE 85 y's hair's like a lint- tap; 
She ſmiles like a May morning, 
When PHOEBUS ſtarts frae THET1s” lap; 
The hills with rays adorning : 
White is her neck, ſaft is her hand, 
Her waiſt and feet's fu genty; 
Wich ilka grace ſhe can command; 
Her lips, O wow ! they're dainty. 


And Mary's locks are like a craw, 
Her een like diamonds glances ; 
She's ay ſae clean, redd up and braw, 
She kills whene'er ſhe dances : 

Blyth. as a kid, with wit at will, 
She blooming, tight and tall is; 
And guides her airs ſae gracefu' ſtill, 
O Jovsx, ſhe's like thy PALLAs. 


Dear Bessy BELL and Mary GRAY, 
Le uncs. ſair oppreſs us; 

our fancies jee between you tway,, 
Ze are ſic bonny laſſes: 

Waes me! for baith I canna get, 
To ane by law we're ſtented ; 

Then I'll draw cuts, and tack my fate, 
And be with ane contented. 


\ 
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Bonny Laſs of Brankſome. 


$ I came in- by Tiviot-ſide, 
And by the braes of Brankſome, 

There firſt I ſaw my bonny bride, 

Youug, ſmiling, ſweet, and handſome ;. 
Her ſkin was ſafter than the down, 

And white as alabaſter; 
Her hair a ſhining wavy brown ; 

In ſtraightneſs nane ſurpaſt her. 


Life glow'd upon her lip and cheek, 
Her clear een were ſurpriſing, 

And beautifully turn'd her neck, 
Her little breaſts juſt riſing. 

Nae ſilken hoſe wi' gooſhets fine, 

Or ſhoon w?' glancing laces, 

On her bare leg forbade to ſhine, 
Well-ſliapen native graces. . 


Ae little coat, and bodice white; 
Was ſum of a' her. claithing ; 


Ev'n theſe o'er meikle ;----mair delyte 


She'd given cled wi? naething. 
She lean'd upon a flowry brae, 

By which a burnie trotted ; 
On her I glowr'd, my ſaul away, 

While on her ſweets.I doated. 


A thouſand beauties of deſert 
Before had ſcarce alarm'd me, 

Till this dear artleſs ſtruck my heart, 
Aud, butt deſigning, charm'd me. 
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Hurry'd by love, cloſe to my breaſt 
I graſp'd this fund of bliffes ; 

Wha ſmil'd, and ſaid, Without a prieſt, 
Sir, hope for nought bnt kiſſes, 


I had nae heart to do her harm, 
And yet I cou'dna want her ; 
What ſhe demanded, ilka charm - 
Of hers pled, I ſhou'd grant her. 
Since Heav'n had dealt to me a routh, 
Straight to the kirk I led her ; 
There plighted her my faith and trowth, 
And a young lady made her. 


Charms of Lovely PEGGY. 


NCE more I'll tune the vocal ſhell, 
To hills and duales my paſſion tell; 
A flame which time can never quell, 
That burns for thee, my PEGGY. 
Yet greater bards the lyre ſhould lit; 
For pray what ſubject is more fit, 
Than to record the ſacred wit, 
And bloom of lovely PEGGY ? 


The ſun juſt riſing in the morn, 


That paints the new-beſpangled thorn, 
Does not ſo much the day adorn 
As does my lovely PRO. 
And when in Tre T1S® lap to reſt, 
He ſtreaks with gold the ruddy weſt 
He's not ſo beauteous as, undreſt, 
Appears my lovely PEGGY. 
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Were ſhe array'd in ruſtic weed, 
With her the bleating flocks I'd feed, 
And pipe upon my oaten reed, 
To pleaſe my lovely PEGGY. 
With her a cottage would delight, 
All pleaſes while ſhe's in my ſight ; 
But when ſhe's gone tis endleſs night, 
Alls dark without my PEGGY. 


When Zephyr on the violet blows, 

Or breathes upon the damaſk roſe, 

They do not half the ſweets diſcloſe, 
As does my lovely PEGGY. 

1 ſtole a kiſs the other day, 

And, truſt me, nought but truth I Cay, 

The fragrant breath of blooming May 
Was not ſo ſweet as PEGGY. 


While bees from flow'r to flow'r do rove, 
And linnets warble thro” the grove, 
Or ſtately ſwans the waters love, 

So lang ſhall I love my PGO. 
And when Death, with his pointed dart, 
Shall ſtrike the blow that wounds my heart, 
My words ſhall be, when I depart, 

Adieu, my lovely PEGGY. 


Cold Froſty Morning. 


A! Then innocent paſtime our pleaſures did crown, 
Upon a green meadow, or under a tres, 
Ere Ax NIE became a fine lady in town, 
How lovely, and loving, and bonny was ſhe ? 
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Ronſe up thy reaſon, my beautiful Anx1x, 
Let ne'er a new whim ding thy fancy a jee: 
©! as thou art bonny, be faithful and canny, 
And favour thy JAMIE wha dotes upon thee. 


Does the death of a lintwhite give Ax NIE the ſpleen? 
Can tyning of trifles be uneaſy to thee ? 
Can lapdogs or monkies draw tears from thoſe een, 
That look with indiff'rence on poor dying me:? 
Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautiful AN NIE, 
And dinna prefer a paroquet to ane : 
O! as thou art bonny, be prudent and canny, 
And think upon IAM IE wha doats upon thee. 


Ah! ſhould a new mantua or Flanders lace head, 
Or yet a wee coatie, though never ſo fine, 
Gar thee grow forgetful, or let his heart bleed, 
That anes had ſome hope of purchaſing thine ? 
Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautiful AN NIE, 
And dinna prefer ye'r fleegaries to me : 
O! as thou art bonny, be ſolid and caunny, 
And tent a true lover that doats upon thee, 


Shall a Paris edition of new-fangled Saxy, 
Tho! gilt o'er wi! laces and fringes he be, 
By adoring himſelf, be admir'd by fair AN NIE, 

And aim at thoſe beniſons promis'd to me? 
Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautiful AN NIE, 
And never prefer a light dancer to me: 
O! as thou art bonny, be conſtant and canny, 
Love only thy AM TE wha dotes upon thee. 


O think, my dear charmer ! en ilka ſweet hour, 
That flade away ſaftly between thee and me, 
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Fre ſquirrels, or beaus, or fopp*ry had pow'r 
To rival my love, or impoſe upon thee. 

Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautiful AN NIE, 
And let thy deſires be a' center'd in me: 

O ! as thou art benny, be faithful and canny, 
And love him wa's langing to center in thee. 


2 tenth » 4 a. F ay 


Cumbernauld Houſe. 


F ROM anxious zeal and factious ſtrife, 
From all th* uneaſy cares of life, 
From beauty ſtill to merit blind, 

And till to fools and coxcombs kind 

To where the woods, in brighteſt green, 
Like riſing theatres are ſeen, 

Where gently murm'ring runs the rill, 
And draws freſh ſtreams from ev'ry hill: 


Where PRILOMEL, in mournful ftrains, 
Like me, of hopeleſs love complains, 
Retir'd I paſs the livelong day, 

And idly trifle life away : 

My lyre to teader accents ſtrung, 

I tell each flight, each ſcorn and wrong, 
Then reaſon to my aid I call, 

Review paſt ſcenes, and ſcorn them all, 


Superior thoughts my mind engage, 
Allur'd by Nz WTO 's tempting page, 
Through new-found worlds I wing my fight, 
And trace the glorious ſource of light : 
But ſhould CLAR1NDA there appear, 
With all her charms of ſhape and air, 

Vot. bh £57 W 
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How frail my fixt reſolves would prove, 
Again I'd yield, again I'd love! 


———— 


Corn Riggs are bonny. 


PAT IE is a lover gay, 
1 His mind is never muddy, 
His breath is ſweeter than new hay, 
His face is fair and ruddy. 


His ſhape is handſome, middle ſize ; 
He's ſtately in his wawking ; 

The ſhining of his een ſurpriſe ; 

- 'Tis heav'n to hear him tawking. 

Laſt night I met him on a bawk, 
Where yellow corn was growing, 

There mony a kindly word he ſpake, 
That ſet my heart a-glowing. 


He kiſs'd, and vow'd he wad be mine, 
And loo'd me beſt of ony ; | 
That gars me like to ſing ſinſyne, 
O corn rigs are bonny. 


Let maidens of a filly mind 
Refuſe what maiſt they're wanting, 
Since we for yielding are deſign'd, 
We chaſtely ſhould be granting: 
Then I'll comply and marry Par E, 
And ſyne my cockernony ; 
He's free to touzle air or late 
where corn rigs are bonny. 


— 
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Collier's Bonny Laſſe. 


HE collier has a daughter, 
And O ſhe's wonder bonny, 
A laird he was that ſought her, 
Rich baith in lands and money: 
The tutors watch'd the motion. 
Of this young honeſt lover ; 
But love is like the ocean; 
Wha can its depth diſcover! 


He had the art to pleaſe ye, 
And was by a' refpetted ; 
His airs ſat round him eaſy, 
Genteel, but unaffected. 
The collier's bonnie laſſie, 
Fair as the new-blowa lillie, 
A ſweet, and never ſaucy, 
Secur'd the heart of WiLLIE. 


He lov'd beyond expreſſion 

The charms that were about her, 
And panted for poſſeſſion, 

His life was dull without her. 

After mature reſolving, 

Cloſe to his breaſt he held her, 
In ſafteſt flames diffolving, 

He tenderly thus telPd her: 


My bonny collier's danghter, 
Let naething diſcompoſe ye, 
TTis no your ſcanty tocher 
Shall ever gar me loſe ye: 
8 2 
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For I have gear in plenty, 
And love ſays, tis my duty 

To ware what Heaven has lent me, 
Upon your wit and beauty. 


* 


— 9 


Down the Burn, Davie. 


WE trees did bud, and fields were green, 

And broom bloom'd fair to ſee; 
When MAR was complete fifteen, 

And love laugh'd in her eye; | 
Blvth DA v 1 E's blinks her heart did move 

To ſpeak her mind thus free, 
Cong down the burn, DAV1E, love, 

And I ſliall follow thee. 


Now DAvIE did each lad ſurpaſs, 
That dwelt on this burn fide, 

And Mary was the bonnielt laſs, 
Juſt meet to be a bride: 

Her cheeks were roſie, red and white, 
Her een were bonnx blue: 

Her looks were like AURORA bright, 
Her lips like dropping dew. 


As down the burn they took their way, 
What tender tales they ſaid! 

His cheek to hers he aft did lay, 
And with her boſon. play'd ; 

Till baith at length impatient grown, 
To be mair fully bleſt, | 

In yonder vale they lean'd them down; 
Love only ſaw the ret, 


SC OTS SONGS. 209 


What paſid, I gueſs, was ; play, 
Ard naething fure uhnmeet 5 | 

Fer ganging hame, I heard them ſay, 
They lit*d a wawk ſae feet ; 

And tiat they aften ſhowd return 
Sick pleaſure to renew. 

Quota MARY, Love, T like the burn, 
And ay hall follow you. 


Dumbarton Drums. 


UMBART.o N“ drums beat bonny---O 
When they mind me of my dear Jo NN Y- O. 
How happy am I, 
When my ſoldier is by, 
While he kiſſes and bleſſes his ANN rE---O! 
'T is a ſoldier alone can delight me---O, 
For his gracefal looks do invite me---O: 
While guarded in his arms, 
I'll fear no war's alarms, 
Neither danger nor death ſhall eber fright me- -O. 


My love is a handſome laddie---O, 
Geuteel, but ne'er foppiſh nor gaudy- O: 
Tho' commiſſions are dear, 
Vet I'll buy him one this year; 
For he ſhall ſerve no longer a cadie---Q» 
A ſoldier has honour and bravery---O, 
Unacquainted with rogues and their — 
He minds no other thing 
But the ladies or the king : 
For every other care is but flavery---O. 


Then I'll be the captain's lady---O : 
Farewell all my friends and my daddy---O; 
83 
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I'll wait no more at home, 
But I'll follow with the drum, 
And whene'er that beats I'll be ready- -O. 
Dumbarton's drums ſound” bonny--O, 
They are ſprightly like my dear Jo N NY O: 
How happy ſhall J be, 
When on ray ſoldier's knee, 
And he kiſſes and bleſſes his AN x 1t---O! 


* 


Dunt, dunt, pittie, pattie. 


O * Whitſunday morning 
I went to the fair, 
My yellow-hair'd laddie 
Was ſelling his ware 
He gied me ſick a blyth blink 
With his bonny black eye, 
And a dear blink, and a ſair blink * 8 
It was unto me. 
I wiſt not weitat ald me 
When my laddie came in, 
The little wee ſtarnies 
Flew ay frae · my een; 
And the ſweat it dropt down 
Frae my very eye-brie, 
And my heart play'd ay 
F wiſt not what aild me, 
"When 1 went to my bed, 


— 
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T toſſed and tumbled, 
And fleep frae me fled, 

Now, its fleeping and waking 
He's ay in my eye, 

And my heart play'd ay 
Dunt, dunt, dunt, pittie, pattie. 


1Jhe Decciver. 


W TH tuneful pipe and hearty glee, : 
Young WArx wan my heart; 
A- blyther lad- ye coudna ſee, 

x All beauty without art. 

His winning tale 
Did ſoon prevail 
To gain my fond belief; 
But foon the ſwain 
Gangs o'er the plain, 
And leaves me full, and leaves me full, 
And leaves me full of grief. 


Though Co L ix courts with tunefulſang,. 
Yet few regard his mane ;. 
The laſſes a round WAT v thrang, 
While CoLIx's left alane :. 
In Aberdeen 
Was never ſeen- 
A lad that gave fic pain; 
He daily wooes, 
And ſtill purſues, 
Till he does all, till he does all, 
Till he does all obtain; 


mm 
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But ſoon as he has gain'd the bliſs, 
Away then does he run, 
And hardly will afford a ki& 
To ſilly me undone : | 
Bonny KAr v, 
Mac, Bar, 
Avoid the roving ſwain; 
His wyly tongue 
Be ſure to ſhun, 
Or you like me, or you like me, 
Like me will be undoue. 


Ettrick Banks. 


N Ettrick banks, in a ſummer's night, 
At glowming when the ſheep drave hame, 

1 met my laſſie braw and tight, 

Come wading barefoot a' her lane : 
My heart grew light, I ran, 1 flang 

My arms about her lily neck, 
And kiſs'd and clapt her there fou lang, 

My words they were na mony feck. 


J ſaid, My laſſie, will ye go 
To the Highland hills, the Erſe to learn? 
PII baith gie thee a cow and ew, 
When ye come to the brigg of Earn. 
At Leith auld meal comes in, ne'er faſh, 
And herrings at the Broomy Law; 
Chear up your heart, my bonny laſs, 
There's gear to win we never ſaw, 


— 
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All day when we have wrought enough, 
When winter, froſts, and ſnaw begin, 
Soon as the ſun gaes weſt the loch, 
At night when ye ſit down to ſpin, 
I'll ſcrew my pipes, and play a ſpring ;. 
And thus the weary night we'll end, 
Till the tender kid and lamb-time bring 
Our pleaſant ſummer back again. 


Syne when the trees are in their bloom, 
And gowans glent o'er ilka field, 
I'll meet my laſs amang the broom, 
And lead you to my ſummer ſheild, 
Then far frae a' their ſcornfu' din, 
That make the kindly hearts their ſport, 
We'll laugh, and kiſs, and dance, and ſing, 
And gar the langeſt day ſeem ſhort.” 


Ew-bughts M ARION. 


ILL ye go to the ew-bughts, Mak ION, 
And wear in the ſbeep w' me; 
The ſun ſhines ſweet, my MAR1OX, 
But nae haff ſae ſweet as thee, 
O MARION's a bonny laſs, 
And the blyth blinks in her eye ; 
Ard tain wad I marry MaR10N, | 
Gin MARION wad marry me. | : 


There's gowd in your garters, MARION, 
And filk on your white hauſe-bane ;. 


| 
' 
| 
| 
| 
| 
. 
[ 
| 
| 


Fu' fain wad I kiſs my MARTON 


At e'en when I come hame. 
There's braw lads in Ernſlaw, MARTON, 
Wha gape and glowr with their ee, 
At kirk when they ſee my MARION; 
But naue of them lo'es like me. 


I've nine milk-ews, my MART ON, 
A cow and a brawny quey, 
Pl gie them a“ to my MARION, 
Juſt on her bridal-day : 
And ye's get a green ſey apron, 
And waiſtcoat of the London brown, 
And wow but ye will be vap'ring, 
Whene'er ye gang to-the town, 


m young and ſtout, my MAR1ON ; 

Nane dance like me on the green ; 
And gin ye forſake me, Marion, 
P'll e'en draw up wi JEAN: 


Bae put on your pearlins, MARI oN, 


And kyrtle of the cramaſie; 
And ſoon as my chin has nae hair on, 
I ſhall come weſt and ſee ye. 


Ad. 


Flowers of the Foreſt. 
I feen the ſmiling 


| Of Fortune beguiling, | 
Te felt all its favours, and found its decay; 
* - Sweet was its bleſſing, | 


But now dis fled, ---+---fled far away. 
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I've ſeen the foreſt k 
Adorn'd the foremoſt, 

With flowers of the faireſt, moſt pleaſant and gay; 
Sae bonny was their blooming, 
Their ſcent the air perfuming; 

But now they are wither'd and wedded away. 


I've ſeen the morning, 
With gold the hills adorning, 

And loud tempeſt ſtorming before the mid-day, 
I've ſeen Tweed's ſilver ſtreams 
Shining in the ſunny beams, 

Grow drumbly and dark as he row'd on his way. 


O fickle Fortune 
Why this cruel ſporting ? 
O why ſtill perplex ns, poor ſons of a day? 
Nae mair your ſmiles can chear me, 
Nae mair your frowns can fear me, 
For the flowers of the foreſt are withered away. 


Same Tune. 


* 
DIE U, ye ſtreams that ſmoothly glide 
Through mazy windings o'er the plain, 4% 

I in ſome lonely cave reſide, 

And ever mourn my faithful ſwain. 
Flower of the foreſt was my love, 

Soft as the ſighing ſummer's gale, 
Gentle and conſtant as the dove, 

Blooming as roſes in the vale. 


Alas ! by Tweed my love did ſtray, 
For me he ſearch'd the banks around; 


— 
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But, ah! the ſad and fatal day, 
My love, the pride of ſwains, was drown'd. 
Now droops the willow o'er the ſtream, 
Pale ſtalks his ghoſt in yonder grove, 
Dire Fancy paints him in my dream, 
Awake I mourn my hopelefs love. 


r 


Flowers of Edinburgh 


| Y love was once a bonny lad, 
| He was the flower of all his kin. 
The abſence of his bonny face 
Has rent my tender heart in twain. 
I day nor night find no delight, 
In ſilent tears I {till complain; 
And exclaim 'gainſt thoſe my rival foes, 
That ha'e ta'en from me my darling ſwain. 


Deſpair and anguiſh fills my breaſt, - 
Since 1 have loſt my blooming roſe ; 
I ſigh and moan while others reſt, 
His abſence yields me no repoſe. 

To ſeek my love I'll range and rove, 
Thro' every grove and diſtant plain; 
Thus I'll ne'er ceaſe, but ſpend my days, 

To hear tidings from my darling ſwain. 


There's naething ſtrange in Nature's change, 
Since parents ſhew ſuch cruelty ; 

They caus'd my love from me to range, 
And knows not to what deſtiny, © 
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The pretty kids and tender lambs 
May ceaſe to ſport upon the plain; 

But I'll mourn and lament in deep diſcontent 
For the abſence of my darling ſwain. 


Kind NEPTUNE, let me thee entreat, 
To ſend a fair aad pleaſant gale ; 

Ye dolphins ſweet, upon me wait, 
And convey me on your tail; 

Heavens bleſs my voyage with ſucceſs, 
While croſſing of the raging main, 

And ſend me ſafe v'er to that diſtant ſhore, 
To meet my lovely darting ſwain, 


All joy and mirth at our return 
Shall then abound from Tweed to Tay ; 
The bells ſhall ring and ſweet birds ſing, 
To grace and crown our nuptial day. 
Thus blefs'd i' charms in my love's arms, 
My heart once more I will regain ; 
Then I'll range no more to a diſtarit ſhore, 
But in love will enjoy my darling ſwain. 


tt. th 3 Mit. at 


Fourteenth -of October. 


E gods! was STREP HK 0N's picture bleſt 
With the fair heaven of Cx LoE's breaſt? 
Move ſofter, thou fond flutt'ring heart, 
Oh gently throb,---too fierce thou art. 
Tell me, thou brighteſt of thy kind, 
For STREPKON was the bliſs deſign'd ? 
For STREPHON's ſake, dear charming maid, 
Didſt taou prefer his wand'ring ſhade ? 
VOI. I. S*- 
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And thou, bleſt ſhade, that ſweetly art 

Lodg'd fo near my CuLOE's heart, 

For me the tender hour improve, 

And ſoftly tell how dear I love. 

Ungrateful thing! it ſcoras to hear 

Its wretched maſter's ardent prayer, 

Ingrofling all that beauteous heaven, 
iff hat Cn LO E, laviſh maid, has given. 


I cannot blame thee ; were I lord 
Of all the wealth theſe breaſts afford, 
I'd be a miſer too, nor give 
An alms to keep a god alive. 
Oh ! ſmile not thus, my lovely fair, 
On theſe cold looks that lifeleſs are ; 
_ Prize him whoſe boſom glows with fire, 
With eager love and ſoft deſire. 


Tis true, thy charms, O pow'rful maid, 

To life can bring the ſilent ſhade : 

Thou canſt ſurpaſs rhe painter's art, 

And real warmth and flames impart. 
But, oh! it ne'er can love like me, 

I ever lov'd, and lov'd but thee : 

Then, charmer, grant my fond requeſt, 
Say, thou canſt love, and make me bleſt. 


. 


Faireſt of her Days. 
We? E F R beholds my HEL r Ns face, 
And ſays not that good hap has ſhe ; 


— Le 


Who hears her ſpeak, and tents her grace, 
Sall think nane ever ſpake but ſne. 
Tue ſhort way to reſoumd her praiſe, 
She is the faireſt of her days. 


Who knows her wit, and not admires, 
He maun be deem'd devoid of {kill ; 
Her virtues kindle ſtrong deſires 
In them that think upon her ſtill. 
The ſhort way, etc. 


Her red is like unto the roſe 
W haſe buds are op*aing to the ſun, 
Her comely colours do diſcloſe 
The firſt degree of ripeneſs won. 
The ſhort way, etc. 


And with the red is mixt the white, 

* Like to the ſun and fair moonſhine, 

That does upon clear waters light, 

And makes the colour ſeem divine: 
The ſliort way to reſound her praiſe, 
She is the faireſt of her days. 
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GiLDEROY. 


H! CnLor1s, could I now but fit 
As unconcern'd as when 
Your infant- beauty could beget 
No happineſs nor pain. 
1 2 
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When I this dawning did admire, 
And prais'd the coming day, 

J little thought that riſing fire 
Would take my reſt away. 


Your charms in harmleſs childhood lay, 
As metals in a, mine. 

Age from no face takes more away, 
Than youth conceaPd in thine. 

"But as your charms inſenſibly 
To their perfection preſt: 

So love as unperceiv'd did fly, 
And center'd in my breaſt. 5 


My paſſion with your beauty grew, 
While CuP1D at my heart, 

Sull as his mother favour'd you, 
Threw a new-flaming dart. 

Each gloried in their wanton part: 
To. make a lover, he 

Employ'd the utmoſt of his art; 
To make a beauty, ſhe, 


» — 


— 


Gallowſhieis. 


H the ſhepherd's mournful fate ! 
When doom'd to love, and doom'd to languiſh, 

To bear the ſcornful fair one's hate, : 

Nor dare diſcloſe his anguith ! 
Yet eager looks, and dying, ſighs, 

My ſecret ſoul diſcover, 
While rapture trembling through n mine eyes, 

Reveals aow much I love her ; 
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The tender glance, the red' ning cheek, 
O'erſpread with vifing bluſhies, | 
A thouſand various ways they ſpeak 
A thouſand various wiſhes, 
For oh! that form ſo heavenly fair, 
Thoſe languid eyes ſo ſweetly ſmiling, 
That artleſs bluſh, and modeſt air, 
So fatally beguiling, 


Thy every look, aud every grace, 
So charm whene'er I view thee ; 
Till death o'ertake me in the chace, 
Still will my hopes purſue thee. . : 
Then when my tedious hours are paſt, 
Be this laſt bleſſing given, 
Cow at thy feet to breathe my laſt, 
And die in ſight of heaven. 


Creen Cleeves. 


E watchful guardians of the fair, 
Who ſkiff on wings of ambient air, 
Of my dear DEL1A take a care, 
And repreſent her lover 
With all the galety of youth, 
Vith honour, juſtice, love, and truth; 
Til J return, her paſſions ſoothe, 
| For me in whiſpers move her. 


Be careful no baſe ſordid ſlave, 
With ſoul ſunk in a golden grave, 
T3 


222 SC OTS SONGS. 


Who knows no virtue but to ſave, 
With glaring gold bewitch her. 
Tell her, for me ſhe was defign'd, 
For me who know how to be kind, 
Aud have mair plenty in my mind, 
Than ane who's ten times richer.. 


Let all the warld turn upſide down, 

Aud fools run an eternal round, 

In queſt of what can ne'er be found, 
To pleaſe their vain ambition; 

Let little minds great charms eſpy, 

In ſhadows which at diſtance ly, 

Whoſe hop'd-for pleaſure when come nigh, 

Proves nothing in fruition : 


But caſt into a mold divine, 
Fair DEL 1A does with luſtre ſhine, 
Her virtuous ſoul's an ample mine, 

W hich yields a conſtant treaſure, 
Let poets in ſublimeſt lays, 
Employ their {kill her fame to raiſe ; 
Let ſons of muſic paſs whole days, 

With well tun'd reeds to pleafe her. 


\ 


— ot 


Highland Laddie. 


HE lawland lads think they are fine, 
But O, they're vain and idly gawdy! 
How much unlike that gracefu' mein, 
And manly looks of my highland laddie! 
O my bonny, bonny highland laddie, 
Hy handſome ehariniiig highland laddie ; 
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May heaven ſtill guard, and love reward 
Our lauland laſs, and her highland laddie, 


If I were free at will to chuſe, 
To be the wealthieſt lawland lady, 
Fd take young Do NAL D without trews, 
With bonnet blew, aad belted plaidy. 
O my bonny, &Cc. 


The braweſt beau in burrow's-town,. 
In a' his airs, with art made ready, 
Compar'd to him he's but a clown ;. 
He's finer far in's tartan plaidy. 
O my doiny, &c. 


O'er benty hill with him I'll run; 
And leave my lawland kin. and dady, 
Frae winter's cauld, and ſummer's ſun, 
He'll ſcreen me with his highland plaidy. 
QA my bonny, & c. | 


A painted room, and ſilken bed, | 
May pleaſe a lawlamd.laird and lady; 
But I can kiſs aud be 7+ glad, 
Behind a buſh in's highland. plaidy. 
O my bonay,. &c. 


Few compliments between us paſs; 
I ca* him my dear highland laddie, 
And he ca's me his.lawland laſs, _ | 
syne rows me in beneath his plaidie. 
O my bouny, & 


Nae greater joy I'll &er pretend, 


Than that hig love prove true and ſteady, 


* 
* 
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Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhall and, 
While: Heaven preſerves my highland laddie. 
O my bouny, &c. 


Same Tune. 


| H E lawland maids gang trig and fine, 
But aft they're ſour and unco ſawcy ;. 
Sae proud, they never can be kind | 
Like my good-humour'd highland laſſie. 
O my bouny, bonny kighland laſſie, 
My hearty ſmiling highland laſſie, 
May never care make thee leſs fair, 
But bloom of youth ſtill bleſs my laſſie. 


Than ony laſs in-burrows-town, 
Wha mak their cheeks with patches mottie, 
Fd take my KA rx butt a gown, 
Bare-footed in. her little coatie. 
O my bonny, &c. 


Beneath the brier or brecken buſh, 
Whene'er I kiſs and court my dawrtie ;. 
Happy and blyth as ane wad wiſh, 
My flighteren heart gangs pittie pattie. 
O my bonny, &c. | 


Ober higheſt hethery bills Dll ten, 
With cockit gun and ratches tenty, 
To drive the deer out of their den, 
To feaſt my laſs on diſhes dainty. 
O my bony, &c. 


There's nane {ſhall dare by deed or word, 
Gainſt her to wag a tongue or finger, 
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While I can wield my truſty ſword, 
Or frae my ſide whiſk out a whinger. 
O my bonny, &c. 


The mountains clad with purple bloom, 
And berries ripe, invite my treaſure 
To range with me; let great fowk gloom, 
While wealth and pride confound their pleaſure, 
O my bonny, bonny highland laſſie, 
My lovely ſmiling highland laſſie, 
May never care make thee leſs fair, 
But bloom of youth ſtill bleſs my laſſie: | 4 


Had awa frae me, DoxALD. 


COME awa', come awa', 
Come awa' wi me, JENNY; 

Sick frowns I cauna bear frae ane 

W haſe ſmiles ance raviſh'd me, JENNY ; 
If you'll be kind, you'll never find 

That ought fall alter me, JeNxyY ; 
For you're the miſtreſs of my mind, 

Whate'er you think of me, JENNY. 


Firſt when your ſweets enſlav'd my heart, 
You ſeem'd to favour me, JENNY 3 
But now, alas! you act a part 
That ſpeaks unconſtancy, Ix N NY: 
Unconſtancy is ſic a vice, 
'Tis not befitting thee, JENNY ; 
It. ſuits not wi? your virtue nice 
To carry ſae to me, JENNY.» 
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Her anſwer. 


HAD awa', had awa', 
Had awa' frae me, Do NAL D; 
Your heart is made o'er large for ane, 
It is not meet for me, Do NAL b. 
Some fickle miſtreſs you may find, 
Will jilt as faſt as thee, DONALD; 
To ilka ſwain ſhe will prove kind, 
And nae leſs kind to thee, DONALD. 


But I've a heart that's naething ſuch, 
Tis filld with honeſty, Do NAL D; 
I'll ne'er love money, I'Il love much, 
I hate all Jevity, Do NAL D. 
Therefore nae mair, with art, pretend 
Your heart is chain'd to mine, Do NAL D? 
For words of falſehood ill defend 
A roving love like thine, Do NAL D. 


Firſt when you courted, I muſt own 

I frankly favour'd you, DoNALD.; 
Apparent worth and fair renown, 

Made me believe you true, DONALD. 
Ilk virtue then ſeem'd to adorn 

The man eſteem'd by me, DoXALD; 
But now, the maſk fall'n aff, I ſcorn 
To ware a thought on thee, DONALD. 


And now, for ever, had awa', 
Had awa' frae me, Do x A LD; 
Oae ſeek a heart that's like your ain, 
And come nae mair to me, DoxXALD; 
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For Jul reſerve myſell for ane, 
For ane that's liker me, DOXALD ; 
If ſick a ane I canna find, 
I'll ne'er loe man, nor thee, DONALD, 


DoxALD. 


Then I'm thy man, and falſe report 

Has only tald a lie, IEN NY; 

To try thy truth, and make us ſport, 
The tale was rais'd by me, JENNY. 


JENNY. 


When this ye prove, and {till can love, 
Then come awa' to me, DONALD ; 
I'm weel content, ne'er to repent 
That I hae ſmil'd on thee, DONALD. 


Hay's bonny Laſſie. 


Y ſmooth-winding Tay a ſwain was reclining, 
Aft cry'd he, Oh hey! maun I ſtill live pining 
Myſell thus awa, and darna diſcover 
To my bonny HA x that I am her lover? 


Nae mair it will hide, the flame waxes ſtronger; 
If ſhe's not my bride, my days are nae langer; 
Then I'll take a heart, and try at a venture, 

May be, ere we purt, my vows may content her. 


She's freſh as the ſpring, and ſweet as AURORA, 
When birds mount and fing, bidding Day a good mor- 
row ; 
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The ſwaird of the mead, enamell'd wich daiſies, 
Looks wither'd and dead when twin'd of her graces, 


But if ſhe appear where verdure invites her, 

The fountains run clear, and flowers finell the ſweeter ; 
*Tis heaven to be by when her wit is a-flowing, 

Her ſmiles and bright eye ſet my ſpirits a-glowing. 


The mair that I gaze, the deeper I'm wounded, 
Struck dumb with amaze, my mind is confounded, 
I'm all in a fire, dear maid, to careſs ye, 

For a' my deſire is HAay's bonny laſſie. 


— — — 


— 


Hap me wi? thy Petticoat. 


BELL, thy looks ha'e killd my heart, 
I paſs the day in pain; 

When night returns I feel the ſmart, 
And with for thee in vain. 

I'm ſtarving cold, while thou art warm ; 
Have pity and incline, | 

And grant me for a hap that charm- 
ing peiticoat of thine. 


My t ravim'd fancy in amaze 
Still wanders o'er thy charms, 
Delufive dreams ten thouſand ways 
Preſent thee to my arms. 
But waking think what I endure, 
While cruel you decline 
Thoſe-pleaſures, which alone can cure 
This panting breaſt of mine. 


er; 
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J faint, I fail, and wildly rove, 
Becauſe you ſtill-deny 

The juſt reward that's due to love, 
And let true paſlion die, 

Oh! turn, and let compaſſion ſeize 
That lovely breaſt of thine ; | 

Thy petticoat could give me eaſe, 
If thou and it were mine. 


Sure Heaven has fitted for delight 
That beauteous form of thine, 

And thou'rt too good its law to flight, 
By hind'ring the deſign. 

May all the powers of love agree, 
At length to make thee mine; 

Or looſe my chains, and ſet me free 
From ev'ry charm of thine. 


ah ry 4 8 A 2 a Af a — 


— 


Happy Clown. 


O W happy is the rural clown, 
Who, far remov'd from noiſe of town, 
Contemns the glory of a crown, 
And in his ſafe retreat, 
Is pleaſed with his low degree, 
Is rich in decent poverty, 
From ſtrife, from care, and bus'neſs free, 
At once baith good and great ? N 


Nae drums diſturb his morning ſleep, 
He fears nae danger of the deep, 


VOI. I. ® U 
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Nor noiſy law, nor courts ne'er heap 
Vexation on his mind ; 
No trumpets rouze him to the war, 
No hopes can bribe, no threats can dare; 
From ſtate intrigues he holds afar, 
And liveth unconfin'd. 


Like thoſe in golden ages born, 

He labours gently to adorn 

His ſmall paternal fields of corn, - 
And on their product feeds; 

Each ſeaſon of the wheeling year, 

Induſtrious he improves with care, 

And ſtill ſome ripen'd fruits appear, 

So well his toil ſucceeds. 


Now by a ſilver ſtream he lyes, 

And angles with his baits and flies, 

And next the ſylvan ſcene he tries, 
His ſpirits to regal ; 

Now from the rock or height he views 

His fleecy flock, or teeming cows ; 

Then tunes his reed, or tries his muſe, 
That waits his honeſt call. 


Amidſt his harmleſs eaſy joys, 

No care his peace of mind deſtroys, 

Nor does he paſs his time in toys 
Beneath his juſt regard : 

He's fond to feel the zephyr's breeze, 

To plant and ſned his tender trees; 

0 And for attending well his bees, 

Enjoys their ſweet reward. 
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The flow'ry meads and ſilent coves, 

The ſcenes of faithful rural loves, 

And warbling birds on blooming groves, © 
Afford a wiſh'd delight; 

Put O how pleaſant is this life! 

Bleſt with a chaſte and virtuous wife, 

And children prattling, void of ſtrife, 

Around his fire at night ! 


Hallow Even. 


HY hangs that cloud upon thy brow, 
That beauteous heaven erewhile ſerene ? 
Whence do thoſe ſtorms and tempetts flow? 
Or what this guſt of paſſion meaa ? 
And mutt then mankind loſe that light, 
Which in thine eyes was wont to ſhine, 
And ly obſcur'd in endlefs night, 
For each poor ſilly ſpeech of mine? 


Dear child, how can I wrong thy name, 
Since its acxnowledz'd at all hands, 
That could ill tongues abuſe thy fame, 
Thy beauty could make large amends? 
Or if I durſt profanely try 
Thy beauty's pow'rful charms t' upbraid, 
Thy virtue well might give the lye, 
Nor call thy beauty to its aid. 


For Venus, ev'ry heart t' enſaare, 
With all her charms has deck'd thy face ; 
And PALLAS, with unuſual care, 
Bidz Wiſlom keighten ev'ry grace. 
2 | 


4 
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Who can the double pain endure ? 
Or who mult not reſign the field 
To thee, celeſtial maid, ſecure 
With Cuy1Dd's bow, and PALL As“ ſhield? : 


If then to thee ſuch pow”r is given, 
5 Let not a wretch in torment live, 
But ſmile, and learn to copy Heaven, 
Since we mult {in ere it forgive. 
But pitying Heaven not only does 
Forgive th* offender and th* offence, 
But even itſelf, appeas'd, beſtpws, 
As the reward of penitence, 


I'll never leave thee. 


Jounr. 


HO” for ſeven years and mair honour ſhon'd reave me, 
To fields where cannons rair, thou need nagrieve thee; 
For deep in my ſpirits thy ſweets are iudented, 
And love ſhall preſerve ay what love has imprinted, 
Leave tace, leave tice, I'll never leave thee, 
Gang the warld as it will, deareſt, believe me. 


NELLY. 


O Jeux! Pm jealons whene'er ye diſcover 
My ſentiments yielding, ye'll turn a looſe rover; 
And novght i' the warld wad vex my heart ſairer 

If you prove unconſtant, and fancy ane fairer. 
Grieve me, grieve me, oh it wad grieve me! 
A' the lang night and day, if you deceive me. 
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ION Y. 


My NELLY, let never ſick fancies oppreſs ye, 

For while my blood's warm I'll kindly careſs ye: | 
Your blooming ſaft beauties firſt beeted Love's fire, 

Your virtue.and wit make it ay flame the higher. 

Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee, 

Gang the warld as it will, deareſt, believe me. 


NELLY. 


Then, JonNy, I frankly this minute allow ye 
To think me your miſtreſs, for love gars me trow ye ; 
And gin you prove fa'ſe, to ye*rſell be it ſaid then; 
Ye'll win but ſma' hononr to wrang, a kind maiden. 
— Reave me, reave me, Heav'ns! it wad reave me 
Of my reſt night and day, if ye deceive me. 


Jo RN. 


Bid iceſhogles hammer red gads on the ſtuddy, 
| And fair ſimmer mornings nae mair appear ruddy 
|; Bid Britons think ae gait, and when they obey ye, 
| But never till that time believe I'll betray ye. 
Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee ; 
The ſlarns ſhall gang witherſhins e'er I deceive thees 


Same Tune. 


O* E day I heard MARV ſay; 
How ſhall I leave thee ? 
Stay, deareſt ADoN1s, ſtay, 
Why wilt thou grieve me? 
U 3 


\ 
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Alas! my fond heart will break, 
If thou ſhou'd leave me : 

Pl live and. die for thy ſake, 
Yet never leave thee. 


Say, lovely AnvoNrs, ſay, 
Has Mary deeceiv'd. thee ?' 
Did e'er her young heart betray 
Ne love, that's griev'd thee ? 
My conſtant mind ne'er ſhall ſtray, 
Thou mayſt helieve me, 
I love-thee, lad, night and day, 
And never leave thee. 


Anowts, my charming youth, 
What can relieve thee ? 
Can Mary thy anguiſh ſooth ! 
This breaſt ſhall receive thee, 
My paſſion can ne'er decay, 
Never. deceive thee : 
Delight, ſhall. drive pain away, 
Pleaſure revive thee, 


Bat leave thee, leave thee, lad, 
How ſhall I leave thee ? 

O ! at thought makes me ſad, 
Ill never leave thee. 

Where would my Ab oN is fly? 
Why does he grieve me? 

Alas! my poor heart will die, 
If I ſhould leave thee.. 
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I wiſh my Love were in a Myre. 


LEST as th' immortal gods is he; 
The youth who fondly ſits by thee, 
And hears and ſees thee all the while 
Softly ſpeak and ſweetly ſmile ! 


YTwas this bereav'd-my ſoul of reſt, 
And rais'd ſuch tumults in my breaſt ; 
For while I gaz'd in tranſport toſt, 

My breath was gone, my voice was loſt ; 


My boſom glow'd ; the ſubtile lame 
Ran quick through all my vital frame; 
O'er my dim eyes a darkneſs hung, 

My ears with hollow murmurs rung : 


In dewy damps my limbs were chilPd, 
My blood with gentle horrors thrilPd,, 
My feeble pulſe forgot to play, 

I tainted, ſunk, and dy'd away. 


Jocky bhlyth and gay. 


LY TH jockx young and gay, is all my heart's 
delight ;. 
He's all my talk by day, and all my dream. by night. 
If from the lad J be, u's winter then with me; 
But when he tarries here, it's ſummer all the year, 


When I and Jocxy met firſt on the flowery dale, 

Right ſweetly he me tret, and love was a? his tale. 
You are the laſs, ſaid-he, that ſtaw my heart frae me, 
O eaſe me of my pain, and never ſhaw diſdain, 
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Well can my Joc xy kyth his love and courteſie, 
He made my heart fu' blyth when he firſt ſpake to me; 
His ſuit I ill deny'd, he kifs'd, and I comply'd : 
Sae JOCKY promis'd me, that he wad faithful be. 
I'm glad when Joc x comes, ſad when he gangs away; 
Tis night when Joc « Y glooms, but when he ſmiles tis day. 
When our eyes meet I pant, I colour, ſigh, and faint; 
What laſs that wad be kind can better tell her mind? 


— 


F 


I'll ne'er love thee more. 
By the great Marquis of MO0NTROSE. 
Part Firſt. 


V dear and only love, I pray, 
That little world of thee, 
Be govern'd by no other ſway, 
But pureſt mouarchy : 
For if confuſion have a part, 
Which virtuous ſouls abhor, 
F'lt call a ſynod in my heart, 
And never love thee more: 


As ALEXANDER I will reign, 
And I will reign alone, 

My thoughts did evermore diſdain: 
A rival on my throne. 

He either fears his fate too much, 
Or his deſerts are ſmall, 

Who dares not put it to the touch, 
To gain. or loſe it all. 
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Zut J will reign and govern ſtill, - 
And always give the law; 
And have each ſubject at my will, 
And all to ſtand in awe ; 
'> But gainſt my batt ries if I find 
Thou ſtorm or vex me ſore, 
And if thou ſet me as a blind, 
I'll never love thee more. 


5 And in the empire of thy heart, 

Where I ſhould ſolely be, 

If others do pretend a part, 
Or dare to ſhare with me; 

Or committees if thou erect, 
Or go on ſuch a ſcore, 

I'll, ſmiling, mock at thy neglect, 
And never love thee more. 


But if no faithleſs action ſtain 
Thy love and conſtant word, 
I'll make thee famous by my pen, 
And glorious by my ſword. 
]'1l ſerve thee in ſuch noble ways, 
As ne'er was known before; | 
I'll deck and crown thy head with bays, 
And love thee more and more, 


2 


. 


Second Part, 


Y dear and only love, take heed, 
Leſt thou thyſelf expoſe ; 
43nd let all longing lovers feed 
Upon ſuch looks as thoſe, 
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A marble wall then build about, 
Beſet without a door; 

But if thou let thy heart fly out, 
I'll never love thee more. 


Let not their oaths, like vollies ſhot, 
Make any breach at all, 

Nor ſmoothneſs of their language plot, 
Which way to ſcale the wall; 

Nor balls of wild-fire love conſume 
The ſhrine which I adore : 

For if ſuch ſmoak about thee fume, 
I'll never love thee more. 


I think thy virtues be too ſtrong 
To ſuffer by ſurpriſe ; 

Which victual'd by my love ſo long, 
The ſiege at length muſt riſe ; 

And leave thee ruled in that health 

And ſtate thou was before : 

But if thou turn a common-wealth, 
I'll never love thee more. 


But if by fraud, or by conſent, 
Thy heart to ruin come, 

I'll found no trumpet, as I wont, 
Nor march by tuck of drum ; 
But ho!d my arms, like enſigns up, 

Thy falſehood to deplore, 
And bitterly will figh and weep, 
And never love thee more. 


Fill do with thee as NR RO did, 
When Rome was ſet on fire; 
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Not only all relief forbid, 
But to a hill retire; 

And ſcorn to ſhed a tear to ſee, 
Thy ſpirit grow ſo poor; 

But, ſmiling, ſing until I die, 
I'll never love thee more. 


Yet for the love I bore thee once, 
Leſt that thy name ſhould die, 

A monument of marble-ſtone 
The truth ſhall teſtifie ; a 

That every pilgrim paſling by, 
May pity and deplore 

My caſe, and read the reaſon why 
I can love thee no more. 


The golden laws of love ſhall be 
Upon this pillar hung, 
A ſimple heart, a ſingle eye, 

A true and conſtant tongue. 
Let no man for more love pretend 
Than he has hearts in ſtore : 
True love begun ſhall never end; 
Love one and love no more.” 


Then ſhall thy heart be ſet by mine, 
But in far different caſe ; 

For mine was true, ſo was not thine, 
But lookt like Jaxvs? face. 

For as the waves with every wind, 
So fails thou every ſhore, 

And leaves my conſtant heart behind ; 
How can I love thee more ? 
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My heart ſhall with the ſun be fixt, 
For conſtancy moſt ſtrange, 

And thine ſhall with the moon be _ 
Delighting ay in change. 

Thy beauty ſhin'd at firſt moſt bright, 
And woe is me therefor, 

That e'er I found thy love ſo light, 
I could love thee no more. 


The miſty mountains, fmoaking lakes, 
The rocks reſounding echo; 

The whiſtling wind that murmur makes, 
Shall all with me ſilig hey ho. 

The toſſing ſeas, the tumbling boats, 
Tears dropping from each ſhore, 

Shall tune with me their turtle notes, 
I'll never love thee more. 


* As doth the turtle chaſte and true 

Her fellow's death regrete, 

And daily mourns for his adieu, 
And ne'er renews her mate; 

So, trough thy faith was never faſt, 
Which grieves me wond”rous ſore, 

Yet I ſhall live in love ſo chaſte, 
That I ſhall love no more. 


And when all gallants ride about, 
Theſe monuments to view, 
Whereon is written in and out, 
_ * Thou trait'rous and untrue ;? 
| Then in a paſſion they ſhall pauſe, . 
And thus ſay, ſighing ſore, 


SCOTS SONGS. 241 


Alas! he had too juſt a cauſe 
Never to love thee more. 


And when that tracing goddeſs FAM 
From ealt to weſt ſhall flee, 

She ſhall record it to thy ſhame, 
How thou haſt loved me ; 

And how in odds our love was ſuch 
As few has been before; 

Thou lov'd too many, I too much, 
That I can love no more. 
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I fixt my Fancy on her, 


RIGHT CyNTHIA's power divinely great, 
What heart is_not obeying ? 

A thouſand Cup1Ds on her wait, 

And in her eyes are playing. 
She ſeems the queen of love to reign ; 

For ſhe alone diſpenſes 
Such ſweets as beſt can entertain 

The guſt of all the ſenſes. 


Her face a charming proſpect brings, 
Her breath gives balmy bliſſes; 
J hear an angel when ſhe ſings, 

And taſte of heav'n in kiſſes. 
Four ſenſes thus ſhe fſts with joy, 
From Nature's richeſt treaſure ; 
Let me the other ſenſe employ, 

And I ſhall die with pleaſure. 
Vo I. I. | X 
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I'll gar ye be fain to follow me. 


H E. 


DIEU, for a while, my native green plains, 
My nearelt relations, my neighbouring ſwains, 
Dear NELLY, frae thoſe I'd ſtart eaſily free, 
Were minutes not ages, while abſent frae thee. 


S MW Ee 


Then tell me the reaſon, thou doſt not obey 
The pleadings of love, but thus hurry away ? 
Alake ! thou deceiver, o'er plainly I ſee, 

A lover ſae roving will never mind me. 


The reaſon unhappy is owing to fate, 
That gave me a being without en eſtate, 
Which lays a neceſſity now upon me, 

To purchaſe a fortune for pleafure to thee. 


8 
H E. 


Small fortune may ſerve where love has the ſway, 
Then Jo NN be counſel'd na langer to ſtray: 
For while thou proves conſtant in kindneſs to me, 
Contented I'll ay find a treaſure in thee. 


H E. 


O ceaſe, my dear charmer, elſe ſoon I' betray 
A weakneſs unmanly, and quickly give way 
To fondneſs, which may prove a ruin to thee, 
A pain to us baith, and diſhonour to me. 
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Bear witneſs, ye ſtreams, and witneſs, ye flowers, 
Bear witneſs, ye watchful inviſible powers, 
If ever my heart be unfaithful to thee, 
May naething propitious e'er ſmile upon me. 


— nem en nr nmnrnnm———_ 


Joux ANDERSON my Jo. 


"3" 8 not your beauty nor your wit, 
That can my heart obtain; | 

For they could never conquer yet 
Either my breaſt or brain ; 

For if you'll not prove kind to me, 
And true as heretofore, 

Henceforth your ſlave I'll ſcorn to be, 
Nor doat upon you more. 


Think not my fancy to o'ercome, 
By proving thus unkind ; 

Ko ſmoothed ligh, nor ſmiling frown, 
Can ſatisfy my mind. 

Pray let Platonics play ſuch pranks, 
Such follies I deride ; 

For love at leait I will have thanks, 
Aud ſomething elſe beſide. 


Then open-hearted be with me, 
As I ſhall be with you, 
And let your actions be as free 
As virtue will allow. 
If you'll prove loving, T'll prove kind; 
If true, I'll conſtant be: 
X 2 
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If Fortune chance to change your mind, 
Fil turn as ſoon as ye. 


Since our affections well ye know 
In equal terms do ſtand, 

*Tis in your pow'r to love or no, 
Mine's likewiſe in my hand. 

Diſpenſe wich your auſterity, 
Inconſtancy abhor, 

Or, by great Cupip's deity, 
Pl never love you more, 


Jock and JeNnNv. 


Jock x. 


HEN Jocky was bleſs'd with your love and 
your truth, | 

| Note on Tweed's pleaſunt banks d welt fo blythſome a youth; 

With IE NNVI ſported it all the day long, 

And her name was the burden and joy of my ſong. 

And her name was the burden and joy of my ſorg. 

}ENN x. 


Ere Jocxy had ceas'd all his kindneſs to me, 
There liv'd in a vale not fo happy a ſhe : 

Such pleaſures with Jo c K his JENNY had known, 
That ſhe ſcorn'd in a cote the fine folks of the town. 


e. 


Ah! Jock, what fear now poſſeſſes thy mind; 
That Jexnxy fo conſtant, to W1LLyY's been kind! 
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When dancing ſo gay with the nymphs on the plain, 
She yielded her hand and her heart to the ſwain. 


]J E NN Y. 


You falſely vpbraid, - but remember the day 

With Lucy you toy'd it beneath the new hay; 
When alone with your Luc, the ſhepherds have ſaid, 
You forgot all the vows that to JENNY you made. 
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Believe not, ſweet JENNY, my heart ſtray'd from thee, 
For Lucy the wanton's a maid fill for me: 

From a laſs that's ſo true your fond JOCK x ne'er rov'd, 
Nor once could forſake the kind IE NN he lov'd. 


F 3 N- 28 Vs 


My heart for young WILL be'er panted nor figh'd ;. 
For you of that heart was the joy and the pride. ; 
While Tweed's waters glide, ſtall your JE NN x be true, 
Nor love, my dear Jo c K, a ſhepherd like you. 


1 
No ſhepherd e' er met with ſo faithful a fair; 
For kindneſs no youth can with Jo c KY compare. 


We'll love tien, and Ie from fierce jealouſy free, 
And none on the plain ſhall be happy as we. 


KATHARINE Oc ik. 


A walking forth to view the plain, 


Upon a morning early, 
X 3 
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While May's ſweet ſcent did chear my brain, 
From flow'rs which grew ſo rarely : 

I chanc'd to meet a pretty mai, 

She ſnin'd though it was foggy: 

I aſſꝰd her name: Sweet Sir, ſhe ſaid, 

My name is KATHARINE OG1E. © 


F ſtood a while, and did admire, 
To ſee a nymph ſo ſtately ; 
So briſk an air there did appear, 
In a country-maid ſo neatly : 
Such natural ſweetneſs ſhe diſplay'd, 
Like a lillie in a bogie; 
Di AN A's ſelf was ne'er array'd 
Like this fame KATHARINE OG IE. 


Thou flow'r of females, Beauty's queen, 
Who ſees thee ſure muſt prize thee ; 

Though thou art dreſt in robes but mean, 

Vet theſe cannot diſgn'fe thee ; 

Thy handſome air and graceful look, 
Far excells any clowniſh rogie ; 

Thou'rt match for laird, or lord, or duke, 
My charming KATHARINE OG1E. 


o were I but a ſhepherd ſwain! 
To feed my flock beſide thee, 
At boughting time to leave the plain, 
In milking to abide thee ; 
I'd thigk myſelf a happier man, 
With KaTEr, my club, and dogie, 
Than he that hugs his thouſands ten, 
Had I hut KATHARINE OGrE. 


- 
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Then I'd deſpiſe th? imperial throne, 
And ſtateſinen's dangerous ſtations : 
I'd be no king, I'd wear no crown, 
I'd ſmile at conqu'ring nations: 
Might I careſs and {till poſſeſs 
This laſs of whom I'm vogie ; 
For theſe are toys, and {till look leſs, 
Compar'd with KATHARINE OGILE- 


But I fear the gods have not decreed 
For me ſo fine a creature, 

Whoſe beauty rare makes her exceed 
All other works in nature. 

Clouds of deſpair ſurround my love, 
That are both dark and foggy : 

Pity my caſe, ye powers above, 
Elſe I die for KATHARINE OGtE., 
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Kind ROBIN lo's me. 


ROBIN. 


We ILST I alone your foul poſſeſt, 
And none more lov'd your boſom preſt, 
Ye gods, what king like me was bleſt, 
When kind JEexnxy-lo'ed me! 
Hey ho, JENNY, quot he, 
Kind Ro BIN Ives thee. 


JEAN. 


Whilſt you ador'd no other fair, 
Nor KATE with me your heart did ſhare, 


- 


1 
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What quzen with JENNY cou'd compare,, 
| When kind RoB1N lo'ed me 
Hey ho, Ro DIN, Ge. 


ROBIN. 


KATY now commands my heart, $ 
KAT who ſings with fo much art, 
_ Whoſe life to fave with mine I'd part; 
For kind KATx lo'es me. 
Hey ho, JENNY, . 


JEANY. 


pATIE now delights mine eyes, 
He with equal ardour dies, | 
Whoſe life to ſave I'd periſh twice; 
| For kind Par IE lo'es me. 
Hey ho, ROBIN, Gc. 


ROBIN. 


What if I KATx for thee diſdain, 
And former love return again, 
To link us in the ſtrongeſt chain; 
For kind Ro B11 lo'es thee, 
Hey ho, JENNY, Ec. 


JENNY. 
Thougi PATIE'”s kind, as kind can bs, 
And thou more ſtormy than the ſea, 
Fd chuſe to live and die with thee, 
If kind RoB1N lo's me. 
Hey ho, ROBIN, &. 
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T3 laſt time I came o'er the muir, 
I left my love behind me! 
Ye powers! what pain do I endure, 
When ſoft ideas mind me? 
Soon as the ruddy morn diſplay'd 
The beaming day enſuing, 
I met betimes my lovely maid, 
In fit retreats for wooing. 


Beneath the cooling ſhade we lay, 
Gazing and chaſtely ſporting ; 
We kiſs'd and promis'd time away, 
Till Night ſpread her black curtain. 
I pitied all beneath the ſkies, ; ST 4 
Ev'n kings, when ſhe was nigh me; 
In raptures I beheld her eyes, 
Which cou'd but ill deny me. 


Shou'd I be call'd where cannons roar, 
Where mortal ſteel may wound me, 
Or caſt upon ſome foreign ſhore, 
Where dangers may ſurround me : 
Yet hopes again to ſee my love, 
To feaſt on glowing kiſſes, 
Shall make my care at diſtance move, 
In proſpect of ſuch bliſſes. 


In all my ſoul there's not one place 
To let a rival enter ; 

Since ſhe excels in ev'ry grace, 
In her my love ſhall center. 
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Sooner the ſeas ſhall ceaſe to flow, " 
Their waves the Alps ſhall cover, 

On Greenland- ice ſhall roſes grow, 
Before I ceaſe to love her. 5 


The next time I gang o'er the muir, 
She ſhall a lover find me; 

And that my faith is firm and pure, 
Tho? I left her behind me: 

Then HY ME N's ſacred bonds ſhall chain 
My heart to her fair boſom; 

There, while my being does remain, 
My love more freſh {hall bloſſom, 


* 


Logan Water. 


OR ever, Fortune, wilt thou prove 
An unrelenting foe to love; 
And when we meet a mutual heart, 
Come in between, and bid us part; 


Bid us ſigh on from day to day, 

And wiſh, and wh the ſoul away, 
Till youth ani genial years are flown, 
And all the life of life is gone ? 


Put buſy, buſy ſtill art thou, 

To bind the loveleſs, joyleſs vow, 
The heart from pleaſure to delude, 
And join the gentle to the rude. 


For once, O Fortune, hear my pray'r, 
And I abſolve thy future care; ; 
All other wiſhes I reſign, 

Make but the dear AMANDA mines 
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ELL me, HaMiLLa, tell me why 
Fhou duſt from him that loves thee run? 
Why from his ſoft embraces fly, 
And all his kind endearments ſhun ? 
So flies the fawn, with fear oppreſt, 
Seeking its mother every where, 
It ſtarts at ev'ry empty blaſt, 
And trembles when no danger's near, 


And yet I keep thee but in view, 
To gaze the glories of thy face; 
Nor with a hateful ſtep purſue, 
As age, to rifle every grace. 
Ceaſe then, dear Wildneſs, ceaſe to toy, 
But haſte all rivals to outſhine, 
And, grown mature and ripe for joy, 
Leave Mamma's arms, and come to mine. 


Le ader Haughs. 


HEN PHOEBUs bright the azure ſkies 
With golden rays enlight'neth, 
He makes all Nature's beauties riſe, 
Herbs, trees, and flow'rs he quick'neth ; 
Amongſt all thoſe he makes his choice, 
And with delight goes thorough, 
Wich radiant beams and ſilver ſtreams 
O'er Leader-haughs and Yarrow, 


When AR1ES the day and night | 
In equal length divideth, 
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And froſty SATURN takes his flight, I 
Nae langer he abideth ; 
Then FLORA Queen, with mantle green, 
Caſts aff her former ſorrow, 
And vows to dwell with Ceres? ſell, 
In Leader-haughs and Yarrow. 


PAN playing on his aiten reed, 
And ſhepherds him attending, 
Do here reſort their flocks to feed, 
The hills and haughs commending ; 
With cur and kent upon the bent, 
Sing to the ſun good-morrow, 
And ſwear nae fields mair pleaſures yield 
Than Leader-haughs and Yarrow. 


An houſe there ſtands on Leader-fide, 
Surmounting my deſcriving, 

With rooms ſae rare, and windows fair, 
Like DEDALvVus? contriving ; 

Men paſſing by, do aften cry, 
In ſooth it hath no marrow ;z 

It ſtands as ſweet on Leader-ſide, 

As Newark does on Yarrow. 


A mile below wha liſts to ride, 
They'll hear the mavis ſinging ; 

Into St LE oNARD's banks ſhe'll bide, 
Sweet birks her head o'erhinging ; 

The lintwhite loud and Progne proud, 

With tuneful throats and narrow, 

Into St L:-oNAaRD's banks they ſing 

As N as in Yarrow, 


— 
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I 


The lapwing lilteth o'er the lee, 
With nimble wings ſhe ſporteth ; _ 
But vows ſhe'll flee far from the tree 
Where Philomel reſorteth : 
By break of day the lark can ſay, 
I'll bid you a good-morrow, 
I'll ſtretch my wing, and mounting, ſing 
O'er Leader-haughs and Yarrow. 


Park, Wantonwaws, and Woodencleugh, 3 
The Eaſt and Weſtern Mainſes, 
The wood of Lauder's fair enough, 
The corns are good in Blainſhes ; 
Where airs are fine, and ſold by kind, 
That if ye ſearch all thorough, 
Mearns, Buchan, Mar, nane better are 
Than Leader-haughs and Y arrow. 


In Burnmill Bog, and Whiteſlade Shaw's, 
The fearful hare ſhe haunteth; 

Brighaugh and Braidwoodſhiel ſhe knaws, 
And Chapel- wood frequenteth ; 

Yet when ſhe irks, to Kaidfly birks 
She rins, and ſighs for ſorrow, 

That ſhe ſhonld leave ſweet Leader-haughs, 
And cannot win to Yarrow. 


What ſweeter muſic wad ye hear, 
Than hounds and beigles crying ? 
The ſtarted hare rins hard with fear, 

Upon her ſpeed relying: 
But yet her ſtrength it fails at length, 
Nae bielding can ſhe borrow 
VoL. I. Y 
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In Sorrel's fields, Cleckman, or Hags, 
And lighs to be in Yarrow. 


For Rockwood, Ringwood, Spotty, Shag, 
With ſight, and ſcent purſue her, 

Till, ah! her pith begins to flag, 
Nae cunning can reſcue her: 

O'er dub and dyke, o'er ſeugh and ſyke 
She'll rin the fields all thorough, 

Till faild, the fa's in Leader-haughs, 
And bids farewell to Yarrow. 


| Sing Erſlington and Cowdenknows, 
Where Homes had anes commanding ; 

And Drygrange with the milk-white ews, 
*Twixt Tweed and Leader ſtanding : 

The birds that flee throw Redpath trees, 
And Gledſwood banks ilk morrow, 

May chant and ſing ſweet Leader-hanghs, 
And bonny howms of Y arrow. - 


But Minſtrel- burn cannot aſſuage 
His grief while life endureth, 

To ſee the changes of this age, 

That fleeting time procureth : 
For mony a place ſtands in hard caſe, 

Where blyth fowk kend nae ſorrow, 
With Homes that dwelt on Leader-lide, 
And Scots that dwelt on Yarrow. : 


Same Tune, 


HE morn was fair, ſaft was the air, 
All nature's ſweets were ſpringing ; 
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The bnds did bow with filver dew, 
Ten thouſand birds were ſinging ; 
When on the bent, with blyth content, 
Young JAMIE ſang his morrow, 
Nae beanier laſs e'er trod the graſs 

On Leader-haughs and Yarrow. 


How ſweet her face, where every grace 
In heavenly beauty's planted ; 

Her ſmiling een, and coinely mein, 
That nae perfection wanted! 

I'll never fret, nor bane my fate, 
But bleſs my boany marrow : 

If her dear ſmile my doubts begnile, 
My mind ſhall ken nae ſorrow. 


Yet tho? ſhe's fair, and has full ſhare 
Of every charm inchaiiting, 

Each good turns ill, and ſoon will Kill 
Poor me, if love be wanting. 

O bonny laſs! have but the grace 
To think e'er ye gae further, 

Your joys maun flit, if you commit 
The crying ſin of murder. 


My wancb'ring ghaiſt will ne'er get reſt, 
And night and day affright ye; 
But if ye're kind, with joyful mind 
I'll ſtudy to delight ye; 
Our years around with love thns crown'd, 
From all things joy ſhall borrow : 
T hus none ſhall be more bleſt than we, 
On Leader-haughs and Yarrow, 
x0 Y 2 
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O ſweeteſt Sv x ! 'tis only you 
Can make life worth my wiſhes, 
If equal love your mind can move 
To grant this beſt of bliſſes. 

Thou art my ſun, and thy leaſt frown 
Would blaſt me in the bloſſom ; - 
But if thou fine, and make me thine, 

I'll flouriſh in thy boſom, 


* * * * — 2 — 


Lochaber no more. 


AREWELL'to Lochaber, and farewell, my Jr Ax, 
Where heartfome with thee I have mony day been; 

For Lochaber no more, Lochaber no more, 
We'll may be return to Lochaber no more. 
Theſe tears that I ſhed they are a'. for my dear, 
And no for the dangers attending on weir; | 
Tho' bore on rough ſeas to a fer bloody ſhore, 
May be to return to Lochaber no more. 


Tho? hurricanes riſe, and raiſe every wind, 
They'll ne'er make a tempeſt like that in my mind; 
Tho' loudeſt of thunder on louder waves roar, 
That's naething like leaving my love on the ſhore, 
To leave thee behind me, my heart is ſair pain'd ; 
By eaſe that's inglorious no fame can be gain'd ; 
And beauty and love's the reward of the brave, 
And I maun deſerve it before I. can crave. 


Then glory, my JEANY, maun plead'my excuſe; 
Since honour commands me, how can I refuſe & 
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Without it I ne'er can have merit for thee, 
And without thy favour I'd better not be. 

I gae then, my laſs, to win honour and fame, 
And if I ſhould luck to come gloriouſly hame, 
Pl bring a heart to thee with love running o'er, 
And then I'll leave thee and Lochaber no more. 


—— — 


Love is the cauie of my mourning. 


B a murmuring ſtream a fair ſhepherdleſs lay, 
Be ſo kind, Oye nymphs, I oft-times heard her ſay;, 
Tell STREPHON I die, if he paſſes this way, 

And that love is the cauſe of my mourning. 


Falſe ſhepherds, that tell me of beauty and charms, 
You deceive me, for STREPHON's cold heart never 
warms z 
Yet bring me this STREPHON, let me die in his arms, 
ON STREPHON ! the caufe of my mourning. 


But firſt, ſaid ſhe, let me go down to the ſhades below, 

Fre ye let STREPH ON know that I have lov'd him ſo; 

Then on my pale cheek no bluſhes will ſhow,. | 
That love was the cauſe of my mourning, 


Her eyes were fcarce cloſed whendSTREPHON came by; 


He thought ſhe'd been fleeping, and ſoftly drew nigh; 
But finding her breathleſs, Oh heavens ! did he cry, 
Ah CyLOR1s ! the cauſe of my mourning, 


Reſtore me my Cu LoR1S, ye nymphs, uſe your art. 
They, ſighing, reply'd, "Twas your eyes ſhot the dart, 
That wounded the tender young ſhepherdeſs? heart, 
* ur tie poor CHLORIS with 5 
1 3 
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Ah then is CK.LoRrs dead, wounded by me! he ſaid; 

I'll follow. thee, chaſte maid, down to the ſilent. ſhade, 

Then on her cold ſnowy breaſt leaning his head, 
Expir'd the poor ST REPHON With MOUrning,. 


3 


Lack of Gold. 


O R the lack of gold ſhe's left me, 

And of all that's dear bereft me : 
She me forſook for a great duke, 

And to endlefs woes ſhe's left me. 
A ſtar and garter have more art 
Than youth, a true and faithful heart ; 
For empty titles we muſt part, 

And for glitt'ring ſhow ſhe's left me. 


© =o Smet OOTY OS 0 —_ 
- 


— wot —_—— 


No cruel fair ſhall eer more move 

My injur'd heart again to love; 

Thro' diſtant climates I mult. rove,. 
Since JEAN * ſhe has left me. 

Ye Powers above, I to your care 

Give up my charming lovely fair ;. 

Your choiceſt bleſſings be her ſhare,, 
Tho? ſhe's for ever left me, | 


— —ů Ä — 63 — 
— —— 


Laſs of Livingſton. 


AIN'p with her. fligbting IAM IE's love, 
BELL dropt a tear---BE IL L dropt a tear, 
The gods deſcended from above, 
Well plew'd to hear well pleas d to her 


| 
| 
| 
p 
| 
| 


— 
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Tliey heard the praiſes of the youth, 

From her own tongue from her on tongue, 
Who now converted was to truth, 

And thus ſhe ſung---and thus ſhe ſung: 


Bleſs'd days! when our ingenious ſex, 

More frank and kind--- more frank and kind, 
Did not their lov'd adorers vex, 

But ſpoke their mind-- - hut fpoke their mind; 
Repenting now, ſhe promis'd fair, 

Would he return---would he return, 
She ne'er again would give him care, 

Or cauſe him mourn+--or cauſe him mourn. 


Way lov'd I thee, deſerving ſwain, 

Yet till thought ſhame- yet {till thought — 
When he my yielding heart did gain, 

To own my flame---to own my flame ? 
Why took I pleaſure to torment, | 

And ſeem too coy---and ſeem too coy ? 
Which makes me now, alas | lament 

My ſlighted joy, ---my ſighted joy. 


Ye fair, while beauty's in its ſpring, 
Own your deſire---own your deſire; 
While Love's young power, with his ſoft wing, 
Fans up the fire---fans up the fire, 
Oh! do not with a lilly pride, 
Or low deſign---or low deſign, 
Refuſe to be a happy bride, 
But anſwer plain---but- anſwer plain. 


Thus the fair mourner wail'd her crime, 
With flowing 'eyes---with flowing eyes; 


* 


** 


\ 
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Glad JaMrE heard her all the time, 

With ſweet ſurprize---with ſweet ſurprize. 
Some god had. led him to the grove, 

His mind unchang'd---his miad unchang 4, 
Flew to her arms, and cry'd, My love, 

I am reveng'd---F am reveng'd.. 


pe ER 


ie 


MARY Scorr. 


APPY's the love which meets return, 
When in ſoft flames ſouls equal burn. z 

But words are wanting to diſcover 
The torments of a hopeleſs lover. 
Ye regiſters of Heav'n, relate, 
If looking o'er the rolls of Fate, 
Did you there ſee me mark'd to marrow 
Mary ScorT the flower of Yarrow ? 


Ah no! her form's too heav'nly fair, 
Her love the gods above mult ſhare ; 
While mortals with deſpair explore her, 
And at diſtance due adore her. 

O lovely maid! my doubts beguile, 
Revive and bleſs me with a ſmile : 
Alas! if not, you'll fon debar a 

Sighing ſwain the banks of Y arrow. 

Be buſh, ye fears, I'll not deſpair; 
My MARV 's tender as ſhe's fair; 

Then I'll go tell her all mine anguiſh, 
_ She is too good to let me languiſh ; 
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Wich ſucceſs crown'd, I'll not envy © 

The folks who dwell. above the ſky; 

When Ma xr SCoT's become my marrow, 
We'll make a paradiſe in Yarrow. 


Same Tune; 


7 WAS ſummer, and the day was fair, 
Reſolv'd a while to fly from care, 

Beguiting thought, forgetting ſorrow, N 

I wander o'er the braes of Yarrow ; 

Till then deſpiſing beauty's power, 

I kept my heart, my own ſecure ; 

But CuP1D's art did there deceive me,, 

And MARkyY's charms do now enflave me. 


Will cruel love no bribe receive? 
No ranſoin take for M 4 ky 's flave ? 
Her frowns of reſt and hope deprive me; 
Her lovely ſmiles like light revive me. 
No bondage may with mine compare, 
Since firſt I ſaw this charming fair: 
This beauteous flower, this roſe of Yarrow, 
In Nature's. garden has no marrow. * 


Had I of Heaven but one requeſt, 
I'd aſk to ly in Mary's breaſt ; 
There would ! live or die with pleaſure; 
Nor ſpare this world one moments leifure-; 
Deſſpiſing kings and all that's great, 
Pd Gnile at courts and courtier's fate; 
My joy compleat on ſuch a marrow, 
I'd dwell with her, and live on Larrow. 
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But tho? ſuch bliſs I ne'er ſhould gain, 
Contented ſtill I'll wear my chain, 
In hopes my faithful heart may move her ; 
For leaving life I'll always love. her. 
What doubts diſtra& a lover's mind ? 
That breaſt, all ſoftneſ:, muſt prove kind ; 
And ſhe ſhall yet become my marrow, 
The lovely beauteous roſe of Yarrow. 


The Mill, Mill -O. 


122 a green ſhade I fand a fair maid, 
Was ſleeping ſound and ſtill- O; 
A' lowan wi love, my fancy did rove 
Around her wi” good will---O : 
Her boſom I preſt ; but ſunk in her reſt, 
She ſtir dna my joy to ſpill- 0 : 
While kindly ſhe flept, cloſe to her I crept, 
And kiſs'd, and kiſs'd her my fill---O. 


Oblig'd by command in Flanders to land, 
T' employ my courage and ſkill---O, 

Frae her quietly I ſtaw, hoiſt ſails and awa, 
For the wind blew fair on the bill---O. 


Twa years brought me-hame, where loud - fraiſiig fame 


Tald me with a voice right ſhrill---O, 
My laſs, like a fool, had mounted the ſtool, 
Nor kend wha had done her the ill---O. 


Mair fond of her charms, with my ſon in her arms, 


I ferlying ſpeir'd how ſhe fell---O. 
WY the tear in her eye, quoth ſhe, Let me die, 
Sweet Sir, gin I can tell---O. 
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Love gave the command, I took her by the hand, 
And bade her a' fears expel---O, 

And nae mair look wan, for I was the man 
Wha had done her the deed myſel---O. 


My bonny ſweet laſs, on the gowany graſs, 
Beneath tlie Shilling-hill---O, 

If I did offence, I'ſe make ye amends 
Before I leave PEGG Y's mill---O. 

O the mill, mill---O, and the kill, kill---O; 
And the coggiu of the wheel---O ; 

The ſack and the fieve, a? that ye maun leave, 
And round with a ſodger reel---O. 
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My Deary an' thou die, 


|S V E never more ſhall give me pain, 
My fancy's fix'd on thee ; | 
Nor ever maid my heart ſhall gain, 
My PEGGY, if thou die. 
Thy beauties did ſuch pleaſure give, 
Thy love's ſo true to me, 
Without thee I ſhall never live, 
My deary, if thou- die, 


If fate ſhall tear thee from my breaſt, 
How ſhall I lonely ſtray ? 

In dreary dreams the night I'll waſte, 
In ſighs the ſilent day. 

I ne'er can ſo much virtue find, 
Nor ſuch perfection ſee : 

Then I'll renounce all womankind, 
My PBG, after thee, 


- 
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No new-blown beauty fires my heart 
With Cup 10's raving rage, 

But thine which can ſuch ſweets impart, 

Mjuſt all the world engage. 

*T was this that like the morning ſun 
Gave joy and lite to me ; 

And when its deſtin'd day is done, 

, With Produ let me die. 


Ye powers that ſmile on virtuous love, 
And in ſuch pleaſure ſhare ; 

You who its faithful flames approve, 
With pity view the fair. 

Reſtore my PEGGY 's wonted charms, 
Thoſe charms ſo dear to me; 

Oh! never rob me from thoſe arms : 
I'm loſt if PEGGY die. 


— 
— 


[ Naxxy---0, 


WII LE ſome for pleaſure paven their health, 
Twixt Lais and the Bagnio, 
Tul ſave myſell, and without ſtealth, 

Kiſs and careſs my NAN NY -O. 
She bids more fair t' engage a Jove, 

Than LDA did, or DANAE- -O: 
. Were I to paint the queen of Love, c 

| None elſe ſhould fit but NANNY ---O. 


How joyfully my ſpirits riſe, 
When dancing ſhe moves finely---O ! 
T gueſs what heaven ie by her eyes, 
Which ſparkle ſo divinely---0. 
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Attend my vow, ye gods, While I 
Breathe in the bleſt Britannia, 
None's happineſs I ſhall envy, 
As lang's ye grant me NANNY---O, 
|  _ -CnoRvu 5s. 
My bonny, bonny NANNY -==-O, 
My lovely charming NAN NY 0. 


care not though the world know 
How dearly I love NANNY. -O. 


Omnia vincit amor. 


S I went forth to view the ſpring, 
Which FLORA had adorned 

In raiment fair; now every thing 

The rage. of winter ſcorned ; 
I caſt mine eye, and did eſpy 

A youth, who made great clamor 
And drawing nigh, I heard him cry, 

Ah! omnia vincit amor. 


Upon his breaſt he lay along, 
Hard by a murm' ring river, 

And mournfully his doleful ſong 
With ſighs he did deliver ; 

Ah! JeaNy's face has comely grace, 
Her locks that ſhine like lammer, 

With burning rays have cut my days; 
For omnia vincit amor. 
Vo I. I. 2 
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Her glancy een like comets ſheen, 
The morning ſun outſhining, 

Have caught my heart in Cue 10's net, 
And make me die with pining, 

Durſt I complain, Nature's to blame, 

| So curioully to frame her, 

| Whoſe beauties rare make me, with care, 

| Cry, ommia vincit amor. 


| Ye cryſtal ſtreams that ſwiftly glide, 
| Be partners of my mourning, — 
Ye fragrant fields and meadows wide, 
Condemn her for her ſcorning ; 
Let every tree a witneſs be, 
How juſtly I may blame her ; 
Ye chanting birds, note theſe my words, 
Ah! onniua vincit amor. 


Had ſhe been kind as ſhe was fair, 
She long had been admired, 
And been ador'd for virtues rare, 
W of life now makes me tired. 
Thus ſaid, his breath began to fail, 
He could not ſpeak, but ſtammer ; 
He ſfigh'd full ſore, and ſaid no more, 
But omitia vincit amor. 


| 


When I obſerv'd him near to death, 
I run in haſte to ſave him, £ 

But quickly he reſign'd his breat“, 
So deep the wound love gave him. 

Now for her ſake this vow I'll make, 
My tongue ſhall ay defame her, 

While on his herſe Dll write this verſe, 
Ah! omnia vincit amor, 


Straight I confider'd in my mind 
Upoa the matter rightly, 

And found, though Cuy1Dd he be blind, 
He proves in pith moſt mighty. 

For warlike MARS, and thund'ring Jove, 
And VULCAN with his hammer, 

Did ever prove the ſlaves of love; 
For omnia vincit amor. 


Hence we may ſee tl effects of love, 
Vhich gods and men keep under, 

That nothing can his bonds remove, 
Or torments break ſunder: 

Nor wiſe nor fool need go to ſchool 
To learn this from his grammar; 

His heart's the book where he's to look 
For onnia vincit amor. 


O'er Bogie. 


TWILL awa' wi my. love, 
I will awa' ui her, 
Thy & my kin had ſworn and ſaid, 
[Pl ver. Bogie ww her. 
If I can get but her conſent, 
I dinna care a ſtrae; 
Though ilka ane be diſcontent, 
Awa' wi her Ill gae, 
1 will aua', &c. 
2 2 


268 8 CO. TS SONGS 


For now, ſhe's miſtreſs of my heart, 

And wordy of my hand, 
And well I wat we ſhanna part ; 
| For ſiller or for land, | 
1 Let rakes delyte to ſwear and drink, 

And beaus admire fine lace, 
But my chief pleaſure is to blink 

On BrTrTyY's bonny face. 

F will awa', &c. 


— . — em > ey * — 
— 
v : 


There a' the beauties do combine, 
Of colour, treats, and air, 

The ſaul that ſparkles in her een 
Makes her a jewel rare; 

Her flowing wit gives ſhining life 
To a' her other charms; 

How bleſs'd I'll be when ſhe's my wife, 
And lock'd up in my arms 
T1 will aua', &c. 


There blythly will I rant and ſing, 
While o'er her ſweets I range, 
I'll cry, Your humble ſervant, king, 
Shame fa' them that wad change. 
A kiſs of BETTY and a ſmile, 
Abeit ye wad lay down 
The right ye hae to Britain's iſle, 
And offer me your crown. 
1 will wa &c. 


| 
9 
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Pinky Houſe. 


B* Pinky Houſe oft let me wall, 
| While circled in my arms, 
J hear my NELLyY ſweetly talk; 
And gaze o'er all her charms ; 
O let me ever fond behold: 
Thoſe graces void of art ! 
Thoſe chearful ſmiles that ſweetly hold 
In willing chains my heart! 5 


O come, my Love! and bring a- new 
That gentle turn of mind; 

That gracefulneſs of air, in you, 

By Nature's hand deſign'd; 

What beauty, like the bluſhing roſe, 
Firft lighted up this flame; 

Which, like the fun, for ever glows 
Within my breaſt the ſame ! 


Ye light coquets ! ye airy things! 
How vain is all your art! 

How ſeldom it a lover brings! 

How rarely keeps a heart! 

O gather from my Nx 1 LY 's charms, 
That ſweet; that graceful eaſe ; 

That bluſhing modeſty that warms ;. 
That, native art to pleaſe ! 


Come then, my love! © come along! 
And feed me with thy charms ; 
Come. fair inſpirer of my ſong! 
O fill my longing arms + 
2 3 


269 


27 S8 COTS SONGS 


A flame like mine can never die, 
While charms, fo bright as thine, 
So heav*nly fair, both pleaſe the eye, 

And fill the ſoul divine ! 


Same Tune. 


AS SYLVTA in a foreſt lay, 
To vent, her woe alone ; 

Her ſwain SY LV ANDER came that way, 
And heard her dying moan. 

Ah! is my love, the ſaid, to you 
So worthleſs and ſo vain ? 

Why is your wonted fondneſs now 
Converted to diſddain? 


You vow'd the light ſhou'd darkneſs turn,. 
E'er you'd exchange your love; 
In ſhades now may creation mourn, 
Since you unfaithful prove. 
Was it for this I credit gave 
| To ev'ry oath you ſwore ? 
| But ah! it ſeems they moſt deceive, 
Who moſt our charms adore. 


Tis plain your drift was all deceit, = 
G The practice of mankind : 
Alas! I ſee it, but too late, 
My love had made me blind. 
For you delighted, I could die; 
But oh! with grief I'm fill'd, 
To think that credulous conſtant E 
Shou'd by yourſelf be kill'd, 
\ 
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This ſaid all breathleſs, ſick and pale, 
Her head upon her hand, | 
She found her vital ſpirits fail, 
And ſenſes at a ſtand. 
SYLVANDER then began to melt; 
But e'er the word was given, 
The heavy hand of death ſhe felt, 
And ſiglod her ſoul to Heaven. 


PEGO, I muſt love thee. 


8 from a rock paſt all relief, | 
The ſhipwreckt CoLix ſpying 
His native ſoil, o'ercome with grief, 
Half ſunk in waves, and dying : 
With the next morning-ſun he ſpies - 
A ſhip, which gives unhop'd ſurpriſe ; 
New life ſprings up, he lifts his eyes 
With joy, and waits her motion. 


So when by her whom long I lov'd, 
J ſcorn'd was, and deſerted, 

Low with deſpair my ſpirits mov'd, 
To be for ever parted. ; 

Thus droopt I, till diviner grace 

I found in PEGGY's mind and face; 

Ingratitude appear'd then baſe, 
But virtue more engaging. 


Then now fince happily I've hit, 
I'll have no more delaying ? 

Let beauty yield. to manly wit, 
We loſe ourſelves in ſtaying z: 
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PII haſte dull courtſhip to a cloſe, 

Since marriage can my fears oppoſe : 

Why ſhould we happy minates loſe ? 
Since, PEGGY, I muſt love thee: 


Men may be fooliſh, if they pteaſe, 
And deemt a lover's duty, 

To ſigh, and facrifice their eaſe, 
Doating on a proud beauty : 

Such was my caſe for many a year, 

Still hope ſucceeding to my fear, 

Falſe BETTYyY's charms now diſappear 
Since PE GG Y's far outline them. 


Same Tune. 


EN E ATH a beech's grateful ſhade- 
Young CoL1N lay complaining; 

e fbgh'd, and ſeem'd to love a maid, 

| | ; Without hopes of obtaining : 

| For thus the ſwain indulg'd his grief, 

| Tho” pity cannot move thee, 

| | Tho! thy hard heart gives no relief, 

* Yet, PBGGY, I muſt love thee. 


— Af — = 2 
© 


Say, PEGGY, what has CoL IN done, 
S That thus you cruelly uſe him ? 
A If love's a fault, tis that alone 
For which you ſhould excuſe him ! 
Twas thy dear ſelf firſt rais'd this flame, 
This fire by which 1 languiſh ;. 
Tis thou alone can quench the ſame, 
And cool its ſcorching anguiſh, 
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For thee I leave the ſportive plain, 
Where ev'ry maid invites me; 

For thee, ſole cauſe of all my pain, 
For thee that only flights me: 

This love that fires my faithful heart 
By all but thee's commended, 

Oh! would thou act ſo good a part, 
My grief might ſoon be ended. 


That beauzeous breaſt ſo ſoft to feel, 
Seem'd tenderneſs all over, | 
Yet it defends thy heart like. ſteel, 
'Gainſt thy deſpairing lover. 
Alas! tho? ſhould it ne'er relent, 
Nor CoL 1N's care e'er move thee, 
Yet till life's lateſt breath is ſpent, 
My PEGGY, I muſt love thee. 


3 


— ** 


Polwart on tlie Green. 


T Potwart on the green, 
If you'll meet me the morn; 
Where laſſes do convene- 
To dance about the thorn, 
A kindly welcome you ſhall meet, 
Frae her wha likes to view. 
A lover and a lad complete, 
The lad and lover you. 


Let dorty dames ſay Na, 
As lang as e'er they pleaſe, 
Seem caulder than the ſna?, 
While inwardly they bleeze ;. 
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But I will frankly ſhaw my mind, 
And yield my heart to thee 

Be ever to the captive kind, 
That langs na to be free, 


At Polwart on the green, 
Amang the new-mawn hay, 
With ſangs and dancing keen, 
We'll paſs the heartſome day. 
At night, if beds be o'er thrang laid, 
And thou be twin'd of thine, 
Thou ſhalt be welcome, my dear lad, 
To tak a part of mine. 


Same Tune. 


H O' beauty, like the roſe, 
That ſmiles on Polwart green, 
Tn various colours ſhows, 
As 'tis by fancy ſeen : 

Yet all its diff*rent glories ly 
United in thy face, | 
And virtue, like the ſun on high, 

Gives rays to every grace. 


So charming is her air, 
So ſmooth, ſo calm her mind, 
That to ſome angel's care 
Each motion ſeems aftign'd : 
But yet ſo chearful, ſprightly, gay, 
The joyful moments fly, 
As if for wings they ſtole the ray 
She darteth from her eye, 
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Kind, am'rous Cup is, while 
With tuneful voice ſhe ſings, 
Perfume her breath and ſmile, 
And wave their balmy wings : 
But as the tender bluſlies riſe, 
Soft innocence doth warm, 
The ſoul in blif.ful extaſies 
Diſſolveth in the charm. 


[ 


2 — 


PE AT VMs Mill. 


H E laG of PEATY's mill, 
So bonny, blyth, and gay, 
In ſpite of all my ſkill, 
Hath ſtole my heart away. 
When tedding of the hay 
Bare- headed on the green, 
Love 'midſt her locks did play, 
And wanton'd in her een. 


Her arms, white, round, and ſmooth, 
Breaſts riſing in their dawn, 
To age it would give youth, 
To preſs 'em with his hand: 
Through all my ſpirits ran 
An extaſy of bliſs, 
When I ſuch ſweetneſs fand 
Wrapt in a balmy kiſs. 


Without the help of art, 
Like flowers which grace the wild, 
She did her ſweets impart, 
ye ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd. 


— F ˙˙¹ ee On — 
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Her looks they were ſy mild, 


Free from affected pride, 
She me to love beguil'd, 
I wiſh'd her for my bride, 


-O had I all that wealth 
Hoy Tov N's high mountains fill, 
Inſur'd long life. and health, 
And pleafures at my will; 
I'd promiſe and fulfil, | 
That none but bonny ſhe, 
The laſs of PEAT 's mill 
Shou'd ſhare the ſame with me. 


Pier of Leith. 


VON PrHILANDER woo'd me lang, 
But I was peeviſh and forbad him, 
J wadna tent his loving ſang, 
But now I wiſh, I wiſh I had him: 
lk morning when I view my glaſs, 
Then I perceive my beauty going ; 


And when the wrinkles ſeize the face, 


Then we may bid adieu to wooing. 


My beauty, anes ſo much admir'd, 
I find it fading faſt, and flying; 
My cheeks, which coral-like appear'd, 
Grow pale, the broken blood decaying : 
Ah ! we may ſee ourſelves to be, 
Like fummer-fruit that is unſhaken ; 
When ripe, they ſoon fall down and die, 
And by corruptioa quickly taken, 
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Uſe then your time, ye virgins fair, 
Employ your day before tis evil; 
Fifteen is a ſeaſon rare, 
But five and twenty is the devil. 
Juſt when ripe, conſent unto't, 
Hug nae mair your lanely pillow ; 
Women are like other fruit, | 
They loſe their reliſh when too mellow. 


If opportunity be loſt, 
You'll find it hard to be regained ; 
Which now I may tell to my coſt, 
Tho? but myſell nane can be blamed : 
If then your fortune you reſpect, 
Take the occaſion when it offers ; 
Nor a true lover's ſuit negle&, 
Leſt you be ſcoff'd for being ſcoffers. 


I, by his fond expreſſions thought, 


That in his love he'd ne'er prove changing; 


But now, alas! tis turn'd to nought, 
And, paſt my hope, he's gane a ranging. 
Dear maidens, then, take my advice, 
And let na coyneſs prove your ruin; 
For if ye be o'er fooliſh nice, 
Your ſuitors will give over wooing. 
Then maidens auld you nam'd will be, 
And in that fretfu' rank be number d, 
As lang as life; and when ye die, 
With leading apes be ever cumber'd : 
A puniſhment, and hated brand, 
With which nane of us are contented ; 
Then be not wiſe behind the hand, | 
That the miſtake may be prevented, 
Vo Ls» I. A a 
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PAT1IE and PEGGGY.. 
pAT IE. 


Y the delicious warmneſs of thy mouth, 

And rowing eye, which ſmiling tell; the truth, 
T gueſs, my laſſie, that as well as I, | 

You're made for love, and why ſhould ye deny? 


* PEGGY. 


But ken ye, lad, gin we confeſs o'er ſoon, 
Ye think us cheap, and ſyne the wooing's done : 
The maiden that o'er quickly tines her power, 
Like unripe fruit will taſte but hard and ſowr. 


PAT I E. 


But when they hing o'er lang upon the tree, 
Their ſweetneſs they may tine, and ſae may ye: 
Red - cheeked you completely ripe appear, 

And I have thoPd-and wood a lang ha'f year. 


PEGGY. 


Then dinna pu* me; gently thus I f 
Into my PAT 's arms for good and a'; 
But tint your wiſhes to this frank embrace, 
And mint nae farther till we've got the grace. 


PATI E. 


O charming armsfu' ! hence, ye cares, away, 
F'll ki my treaſure a” the live · lang day; 
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A” night I'll dream my kiſſes o'er again, 
Till that day come that ye'll be a” my ain, 


CRO RUS 


Sun, gallop down the weſtlin ſties, 
Gang ſoon to bed, and quickly riſes” 
O laſh your ſteeds, poſt time away,. 

Aud haſte about our bridal day: 
And if ere wearied, honeſt light, 
Sleep, gin ye lite, a week that night. 


Queen of the May. 


F JENNY. 


TERN Winter has left us, the trees are in bloom, | 
And cowllips and vilets the meadows perfume ;- 
While kids are diſporting, and birds fill. the ſpray, 
J wait for my Jo c xx to hail the new. May. 


Jocky. 


Among the young lilies, my JENNY, I've ſtray'd, 
Pinks, daiſies, and woodbines I bring to my maid; 
Here's thyme ſweetly ſinelling, and lavender gay, 

A poly to form for my Queen of the May. 


JE N NYs 


Ah! Jocxx, I fear you intend to beguile, . 
When ſeated with MOLL v laſt 9 
Aa 2 


— 9. 
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You ſwore that you'd love her for ever and ay, 
Forgetting poor JENN v, your Queen of the May, 


Jocky. 


Young W1LLY is handſome in ſhepherds” green dreſt, 
He gave you theſe ribbons that hang at your breaſt, 
Beſides three ſweet. kiſſes upon the new hay; 

Was that done like JENNY, the Queen of the May? 


JENNY. 


This garland of roſes no longer I prize, 

Siace FOCKY, falfe-hearted, his paſſion denies : 
Ye tiowers ſo blooming, this inſtant decay, 

For JeNNY's no longer the Queen of the May, 


Jock x. 
Believe me, dear maiden, your lover you wrong, 
Your name is for ever the theme of my ſong ; 


From the dews of pale eve” to the dawning of day, 
I ſing but of JENNY, my Queen of the May. 


Jr NN v. 
Again, balmy comfort with tranſport I view, 
My fears are all vaniſh'd ſince Jo c x is true; 
Then to our blyth ſhepherds the news I'll convey, 
That JENNY alone you've crawn'd Queen of the May. 


Come all ye young lovers, I pray you draw near, 
Avoid all ſuſpicion, whate'er may appear; 
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Believe not your eyes, leſt your peace thay betray. 


Then come, my dear JENNY, aud hail the new May. 


Come all ye young lovers, &c. 0 


Queen MARV. . 


VO meaner beutyes of the night, 
Which poorely ſatisfy our eyes, 
More-by your number than your light, 
Like common people of the ſkyes; 
What are yee, when the moon doth rife ? 


Yee violets, that firſt appeare, 
By your purple mantles known; 

Like proud virgins of the yeare, 
As if the ſpring were all your own ; 
What are ye when the roſe is blown ? 


Ye wand'ring chaunters of the wood, 
That fill the ayre with nature's layes,. 
Thinking your paſſions underſtood 
By weak accents ; What is your praiſe 
When PHILOMEL her voyce ſhall raiſe ? 


You glancing jewels of the eaſt, 
Whoſe eſtimation fancies raiſe, 

Pearls, rubies, ſapphires, and tie reſt 
Of glittering gems © what is your praiſe, 
When the bright diamond ſhews his rays g 


But, ah! poor light, gem, voice and ſmell, 
What are ye if my MARY ſhine ? 

Moon, diamond, flowers, and PHILOMEL,. 
Light, tuflre, ſcent, and muſick tine, | 
And yield to. merit more divine, | 

A a 3 
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So when my miſtris ſhall he ſeen 
By vertue firſt, then choyce a queen; 
Tell me if ſhe was not deſignde 

The eclipſe and glory of her kind? 


Thiere roſe and lilly, the hate ſpring, 
Unto hen breath for ſweetneſs ſpeed ;- 
The, diamond darkens in the ring © 
When ſhe appeares, the moon looks dead, 
As when 80 L lifts his radiant head. 


Highland Queen. 


O more my ſong ſhall be, ye ſwains, 
Of purling ſtreams, or flow'ry plaias ; 
More pleaſing beauties me inſpire, 
And PHoEBUs tunes the warbling lyre ;. 
Divinely aided, thus I mean 
To celebrate my Highland Queen. 


In her, ſweet innocence you'll find, 
With freedom, truth, and beauty jom'd;. 
From pride and affeQation free, 

Alike the ſmiles on you and me. 
The brighteſt 'nymph that trips the green, 
J do pronounce my Flighland Queen, 
No fordid*wiſh; or triffing joy, 
Her ſettled calm of mind deltroy ; 
Strict honour fills her ſpotleſs ſoul, 
And adds a luſtre to the whole; 


* 
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& matchleſs ſhape, a graceful mein, 
All center in my Highland Queen. 


How bleſt that youth, whom gentle Fate 
Has deſtin'd for ſs fair a mate | 
Has all theſe wond'rous gifts in ſtore, 

And each returning day brings more; 
No youth fo happy can be ſeen, 
Poſleſling thee, my Highland Queen. 


ht 


Rollin Caſtle. 


3 WAS in that ſeaſon of the year, 
When all things gay and ſweet appear, 

That CoL1N, with the morning ray, 

Aroſe and ſung his rural lay; 

Of NANNY's charms the ſhepherd ſung, 

The hilts and dales with NANNy rung, 

While Roflin caſtle heard the ſwain, 

And echo'd back the chearful ſtrain. 

Awake, ſweet male, the breathing ſpring 
With rapture warms, awake and ſing ; 
Awake, and join the vocal. throng, 
And hail the mornizg with a ſong ;. 
To NaNxY raiſe the chearful lay, 
© bid her haſte and come away; 

In ſweeteſt ſmiles herſeff adorn, . 
And add new graces to the morn. 


O hark, ray. love, on every ſpray 
Each feather'd warbler tunes his lay; 


„ 
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Tis beauty fires the raviſh'd throng, 
And love inſpires the melting ſong; | 
Then let my raviſh'd- notes ariſe, ; 
For beauty darts from NA NN y's eyes, 
And love my riſing boſom warms, 
And fills my ſoul with ſweet alarms. 


O come, my love, thy CoL1N's lay, 
With rapture calls, O come away; | 
Come, while the muſe this wreath ſhall twine 
Around that modeſt brow of thine : 

© hither haſte, and with thee bring 
That beauty, blooming like the ſpring, 
Thoſe graces that divinely ſhine, 
And charm this raviſh'd heart of mine, 


Same Tune. 


ROM Rollin caſtle's echoing walls, 
Reſounds my ſhepherd's ardent calls, 
My Colli bids me come away, 
And love demands I ſhould obey. 
His melting ſtrain, and tuneful lay, 
So much the charms of love diſplay, 
I yield—nor longer can refrain 
To own. my love, and bleſs my ſwain. 


No longer can my heart conceal. 
The painful pleaſing flame I feel, 
My ſoul retorts the am'rous ſtrain, | 
And. echoes back in love again. . 
Where lurks my ſongſter ? from what grove 
Does Co LIN pour his notes of love? N 


p 
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© bring me to the happy bower, 
Where mutual love may bleſs ſecure, 


Ye vocal hills that catch the ſong, 
Repeating as it flies along, ; 
To CoLin's ear my ſtrain convey, 
And ſay, I haſte to come away. 

Ye zephyrs ſoft that fan the gale, 
Waft to my love the ſoothing tale ; 
In whiſpers all my ſoul expreſs, 
And tell, I haſte his arms to bleſs, 


Ranting, roaring WILLIE, 


MARY ! thy graces and glances, 
Thy ſmiles ſo enchantingly gay, 
And thoughts ſo divinely harmonions, 
Clear wit and good humour diſplay. 
But ſay not thow'lt imitate angels 
Ought fairer, though ſcarcely, ah, me! 
Can be found equalizing thy merit, 
A match among mortals for thee. 


Thy many fair beauties ſhed fires, 
May warm up ten thouſand to love, 
Who defpairing, may fly to ſome other, 

While I may deſpair, but ne'er rove. 
What a mixture of ſighing and joys 
This diſtant adoring of thee, 
Gives to a fond heart too aſpiring, 
Who loves in fad filence like me! 


f 
| 
i 
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Thus looks the poor beggar on treaſare, 
| The ſhipwreck'd on landſcapes on ſhore ; 
Be ſtill more divine, and have pity ; 
I die ſoon as hope is no more. 
For, MARV, my ſoul is thy captive, 
Nor loves nor expects to be free; 
Thy beauries are fetters delightful, 
Thy ſlavery's a pleaſure to me. 


— 


Sae merry as we hae been. 


LASS chat was laden'd with care 
Sat heavily under yon thorn; 
F liſten'd a while for to hear, 
When thus ſhe began for to mourn : 
Whene'er my dear ſhepherd was there, 
The birds did melodiouſly ſing, 
And cold nipping winter did wear 
A face that reſembled the ſpring. 
Sae merry as we twa hae been, 
Sae merry as we. tua hae been, 
My heart it is like for to break, 
When I think on the days we have ſeen. 


Our flocks feeding cloſe by his ſide, 
He [gently preſſing my hand, 
I view'd the wide world ip its pride, 
And laugh'd at the pomp of command ! 
My dear, he would oft to me ſay, - 
What makes you hard-hearted to me?. 
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Oh! why do you thus turn away 
From him who is dying for thee ? 
Sae merry, &c. 


But now he is far from my ſight, 
Perhaps a deceiver may prove, - 
Which makes me lament day and night, 
That ever I granted my love. 
At eve, when the reſt of the folk 
Were merrily feated to ſpin, 
I ſet myſelf under an oak, 
And heavily ſighed for him. 
Sae merry, &c. 


Same Tune. 


TOW PHoOEBUS advances on high, 
| Nae footſteps of Winter are ſeen ; 
The birds carrol ſweet in the ſky, 

And lambkins dance reels on the green. 
Through plantings, and burnies ſae clear, 

We wander for pleaſure or health, 
Where buddings and bloſſoms appear, 

Giving proſpects of joy and of wealth. 


View ilka gay ſcene all around, 

That are, and that promiſe to be; 
Yet in them a? naething is found 

Sae perfect, EL IZ A, as thee. 
Thy een the clear fountains extel, 

Thy locks they outrival the grove; 

When zephyrs thus pleaſingly ſwell, 
Ilk wave makes a captive to love. 
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The roſes and lillies combin'd, 
And flowers of maiſt delicate hue, 
By thy cheeks and dear breaſts are outſhin'd, 
Their tinctures are naething ſae true. 
What can we compare to thy voice: 
And what with thy humour ſae ſweet? 
Nae muſic can bleſs with ſick joys ; 
Sure angels are juſt ſae compleat. 


Fair bloſſom of ilka delight, 
Whoſe beauties ten thouſand outſhine; 
Thy ſweets ſhall be laſting and bright, 
Being mixt wi” ſae many divine. 
Ye powers, who have given ſick charms 
To EL 12 A, your image below, a 
O ſave her frae all human harms, 
And make her hours happily flow! 


— — 


Saw ye nae my Prov. | 


I et i Ay EE att is. 
: * 


AW ye nae my PEGGY, 
Saw ye nae my PEGGY, 
Saw ye nae my PEGGY, 
Coming o'er the lee ? 
Sure a finer creature 
Ne'er was form'd by Nature, 
So complete each r 
So divine is ſhe. 


O! how PEGGY 3 ” 
Every look ſtill warms me; 


| 
| 

| 

[ 

| 

| 

| 

| 

| 
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Every thought alarms me, 
Left ſhe love nae me. 
PEGGY doth diſcover 
Nought but charms all over ; 
Nature bids me love her, 
That's a law to me. 


Who would leave a lover, 

To become a rover ? 

No, I'll ne'er give over, 
Till I happy be. 

For ſince love inſpires me, 

As her beauty fires me, 

And her abſence tires me, 
Nought can pleaſe but ſlie, 


When I hope to gain her, 

Fate ſeems to detain her, 

Cou'd I but obtain her, - 
Happy wou'd I be! 

Ill ly down before her, 

Bleſs, ſigh, and adore her, 

With faint looks implore her, 
'Till the pity me, | 
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She roſe and loot me in. 


HE ſilent Night her ſables wore, 
And gloomy were the ſkies ; 
Of glitt'ring ſtars appear'd no more 
Than thoſe in NELLY 's eyes; 
VoL. I. Bb 
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When at her father's yate I knock d, 
Where I had often been, 

She, ſhrouded only with her ſmock, 
Aroſe and loot me in. 


Faſt lock'd within her cloſe embrace, 
She trembling ſtood aſham'd; 

Her ſwelling breaſt, and glowing face, 

| | And every touch enflam'd. | 

| My eager paſſion I obey'd, 

* Reſolv'd the fort to win; 

| And her fond heart was ſoon betray'd 
To yield and let me in. 


Then, then, beyond expreſſing, 
Tranſporting was the joy; 
I knew no greater bleſſing, 
So bleſt a man was I; 
And ſhe, all raviſh'd with delight, 
Bid me oft come again ; 
And kindly vow'd that every night 
She'd riſe aud let me in. 
But ah! at laſt ſhe prov'd wi' bairn, 
And ſighing ſat, and dull, 
And I that was as much concern'd, 
Look'd e'en juſt like a fool. 
Her lovely eyes with tears ran o'er, 
Repenting her raſh in; 
She ſigl'd, and curſt the fatal hour 
That e'er ſhe loot me in. 


But who could cruelly deceive, 
Or from ſuch beauty part 
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J lov'd her ſo, I could not leave 
The charmer of my heart; 

But wedded, and conceal'd our crime; 
Thus all was well again, 

And now ſhe thanks the happy time 
She roſe and loot me in. 


Slighted love ſair to bide.. 


HAD a heart, but now I heartleſs gae; 
I had a mind, but daily was oppreſt ; 
I had a friend that's now become my fae ; 
I had a will that now has freedom loſt ; 
What have I now ? naithing I trow, 
But grief where I had joy: 
What am I than? a heartleſs man; 
Could love me thus deſtroy ? 
T love, I ſerve ane whom I much regard, 
Yet for my love diſdain is my reward. 


Where ſhall I gang to hide my weary face ? 


Where ſhall I find a place for my defence ? 


Where my true love remains, the fitteſt place, 
Of alF the earth that is my confidence, 
She has my heart till I depart: 
Let her do what- ſhe liſt, 
I cannot mend, but {tilt depend, 
And daily to inliſt, | 
To purchaſe love, if love my love deſerre; 
If not. for love, let love my body ſtarve.. 
B b 2 
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O lady fair! whom I do honour moſt, 
Your name and fame within my breaſt I have; 
Let not my love and labour thus be loſt, 
But {till in mind I pray thee to engrave, 
That I am true, and fall not rue 
Ane word that I have faid : 
I am your man, do what you can, 
"= When all theſe plays are play'd. 
Then ſave your ſhip unbroken on the ſand, 
Since man and goods are all at your command, 


Soger Laddie. 


Y ſoger ladie is over the ſea, 
And he will bring gold and money to me; 
And when he comes hame, he'll make me a lady, 
My blefling gang wi' my ſoger laddie. 


My doughty laddie is handſome and brave, 
And can as a ſoger and lover behave ; 

True to his country, to love he is ſteddy, 
There's fe, to compare with my ſoger laddie. 


Shield him, ye angels, frae death in alarms, 
Return him with laurels to my langing arms, 

Syne frae all my care ye'll pleaſantly free me, 
When back to my wiſhes my ſoger ye gie me. 


O ſoon may his honours bloom fair on his brow, 
As quickly they muſt, if he get his due: 

For in noble actions his“ courage is ready, | 
Which makes me delight in my ſoger laddie, 
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Tweed -Side. 


X17 HAT beauties does FuoRA diſcloſe? 
How ſweet are her ſmiles upon Tweed? 
Yet Mary's (till ſweeter than thoſe ; ; 
Both nature and fancy exceed. 
Nor daiſy, nor ſweet bluſhing roſe, 
Nor all the gay flowers of the field, 
Nor Tweed gliding gently through thoſe, 
Such beauty and pleaſure does yield. 


The warblers are heard in the grove, 
The linnet, the lark, and the thruſh,, 
The blackbird, and ſweet cooing dove, 
With mulic enchant every buſh. 
Come, let us go forth to the mead, 
Let us ſee how the primroſes ſpring ; 
We'll lodge in ſome village on Tweed, * 
And love while the feather'd folks ſing, 


How does my love paſs the long day? 
© Does Mary not tend a few ſheep 2 


Do they never careleſly ſtray, 


# While happily ſhe lyes aſleep ? 


Tweed's murmurs ſhould lull her to reſt; 
Kind Nature indulging my bliſs, 
To relieve the ſoft pains of my breaſt, 
I'd ſteal an ambrotial kiſs. 


Tis ſhe does the virgins excel, 
No beauty with her may compare; 
Love's graces around her do dwell ; 9 855 
She's faireſt, where thouſands are fair, 
R b 3 
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Say, charmer, where do thy flocks ſtray? 
Oh. tell me at noon where they feed; 
Shall I ſeek them on ſweet winding Tay, 

Or the pleaſanter banks of the Tweed ? 


Throw the. Wood, Laddie. 


SANDY, why leaves thon thy NELLY to mourn ? 
Thy preſence cou'd eaſe me, 
When naething can pleaſe me: 
Now dowie I ſigh on the bank of the burn, 
Or throw the wood, laddie, until thou return. 


Tho! woods now are bonny; and mornings are clear, 
While lav*rocks are ſinging, 
| And primroſes ſpringing ; 
Te- nane of them pleaies my eye or my ear, 
When throw the wood, Iaddie, ye dinna appear, 


That I am forſaken, ſome ſpare not to tell: 
I'm faſh'd wi? their ſcorning, | | 


Baith evening and morning: 
Their jeering gaes aft to my heart wi' a knell, 
When throw the wood, laddie, I wander myſell. 


Then ſtay, my dear SAND, nae langer away, 
But quick as an arrow, 
Haſte here to thy marrow, 
Wha's living in langour till that happy day, 
When throw the wood, laddie, we'll dance, ſing and play. 


|! 
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4 To danton me. 


LAS! when.charming-SY LV 14's wn. 
I ſigh and think myſelf undone; 
But when the lovely nymph is bere, 
I'm pleas'd, yet grieve; and hope, yet fear, 
Thoughtleſs of all but her I rove. 
Ah! tell me, is not this call'd love? 


Ah me ! whatpow'r-can move me ſo? 
I die with grief when ſhe muſt go, 
But I revive at her return; 
I- ſmile, I freeze, I pant, I burn: 
Tranſports ſo itrong, ſo ſweet, ſo new, 
Say, can they be to friendſhip due? 


Ah no! 'tis love, tis now too plain, 
J feel, I feel the pleaſing pain: 
For who e'er ſaw bright SYLV1Aa's eyes, 
But wiſh'd, and long'd, and was her prize ? 
Gods, if the trueſt muſt be bleſod, 
O let her be by me poſſeſt. 


295 


Z Ye OE WEE —.— — I. mes 


Woe's my heart that we ſhonld ſunder. 


W I TH broken words, and downcaſt eyes, 


Poor CoL1N ſpoke his paſſion tender; 


And, parting with his Gx IS Y, cries, 
Ah! woe's my heart that we ſhould ſunder; 


To others I am cold as ſnow, 


But kindle with thine eyes like tinder: 
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From thee with pain I'm forc'd to go; 

It breaks my heart that we ſhould ſunder. 
Chain'd to thy charms, I cannot range, 

No beauty new my love ſhall hinder, 


Nor tinge nor place ſhall ever change 
My vows, tho' we're oblig'd to ſunder. 


| The image of thy graceful air, 

| And beauties which invite our wonder, 
| Thy lively wit and prudence rare, 

| Shall ſtill be preſent though we ſunder. 


Dear nymph, believe thy ſwain in this, 
You'll ne'er engage a heart that's kinder; 
Then ſeal a proniuſe with a kiſs, 
Always to loye me though we ſunder. 


Ye Gods! take care of my dear laſs, 
That as I leave her I may find her; 
When that bleſt time ſhall come to paſz, 
We'll meet again aud never ſunder. 


Same Tune. 


PEAK on—ſpeak thus, and till my grief, 
Hold up a heart that's finking under 
Theſe fears that ſoon will want relief, 

When PATE muſt from his PEGGY ſunder. 
A gentler face, and filk attire, 

A lady rich, in beauty's bloſſom, 
Alack, poor me! will now conſpire 
| To ſteal thee from thy Pe GG vs boſom, 


Nae mair the ſhepherd wha excell'd 
The reſt, whaſe wit made them to wonder, 


: 


* 
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Shall now his PEG6 Y's praiſes tell; 
Ah! I can die, but never ſunder, 
Ye meadows where we aften ſtray'd, 
Ye banks where we were wont to wander, 
Sweet-ſcented rucks, round which we play'd, 
You'll loſe your ſweets when we're aſunder. 


Again, .ah! ſhall I never creep 
Around the know with ſilent duty, 
Kindly to watch thee, while aſleep, 
And wonder at thy manly beauty ? 
Hear, Heaven, while ſolemaly I vow, 
Tho? thou ſhouldſt prove a wand'ring lover, 
Thro' life to thee I ſhall prove true, ; 
Nor be a wife to any other. 
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The wanking of the Faulds. 


Y PEGGY is a young thing, 
$ Juſt enter'd in her teens, 


For as the day, and ſweet as May, 


Fair as the day, and always gay. 
My PEGGY is a young thing, 
And I'm not very auld, 
Yet well I like to meet her at 
The wauking of the fauld. 


My Proc x ſpeaks ſae ſweetly, 
Whene'er we meet alane, 

F wiſh nae mair to lay my care, 

1 with nae mair of a' that's rare, 
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My Proc vu ſpeaks ſae ſweetly, 
| a To a' the lave I'm cauld; 

But ſhe gars a' my ſpirits glow, 
At wauking of the fauld. 


My PE 66.y. ſmiles ſae kindly, 
Whene'er I whiſper love, 
That 1 look down on a' the town, 
That I look down upon a crown, 
My PeGGy ſmiles ſae kindly, 
It makes me blyth and bauld, 
And naething gies me ſick delight, 
As wauking of the fauld. 


My Produ ſings ſae ſaftly, 
When on my pipe I play; 
By a' the reſt it is confeſt, 
By a' the reſt, that ſhe ſings beſt. 
My Proc vu ings ſae ſaftly, 
And in her ſangs are tald, 
With innocence the wale of ſenſe, 
At wauking of the fauld. mo 


_ 


To the tune of The Tellau- hair d laddie. 


N April when primroſes paint the ſweet plain, 
And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the ſwain; 
The yellow-hair'd laddie would oftentimes go 
To wilds and deep glens where the hawthorn trees grow. 


There under the ſhade of an old ſacred thorn, 
With freedom he ſung his loves ev'ning and morn ; 
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Ile ſang with ſo ſaft and enchanting a ſound, 
That ſylvans and fairies unſeen danc'd around. 


The ſhepherd thus ſung, Tho' young May A be fair, 
Her beauty is daſh'd with a ſcornfu' proud air; 
But SusS1E was handſome, and ſweetly cou'd ſing; 
Her breath like the breezes perfum'd in the ſpring. 


That MAD1E in all the gay bleom of her youth, 
Like the moon was unconſtant, and never ſpoke truth; 
But Sus ix was faithful, good-humonr'd, aud free, 
And fair as the goddeſs which ſprung from the ſea. 


That mamma's fine daughter, with all her great dow'r, 
Was aukwardly airy, and frequently ſowr ; 
Then, ſighing, he wiſh'd, wou'd parents agree, 
The witty ſweet SUSIE his miſtreſs might he. 


Same Tune. 


Peer. 


WHEN firft my dear laddie gade to the green hill, 
And I at ewe-milking firſt ſey'd my young ſkill, 
To bear the milk bowie nae pain was to me, | 
When I at the bughting forgather'd with thee, 


PAT1E. 


When corn-rigs wav'd yellow, and blue hether-bells 
Bloom'd bonny on moorland and ſweet riſing fells, 
Nae birns, briers, or brechens ga'e trouble to me, 
If I found the berries right ripen'd for thee. 


* 
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PEGGY. 


When thou ran, or wreſtled, or putted the ſtane, . 
And came aff the victor, my heart was ay fain : 

Thy ilka ſport manly ga'e pleafure to me ; 

For nane can putt, wreſtle, or run ſwift as thee, 


— 
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Our Jx x Nx ſings ſaftly he Cowden-broom knows, 
And Ros IE lilts ſweetly the milking the ewes ; 
There's few Fenny Nettles like NaN s can ſing, 
At throw the wood, laddie, BE ss gars our lugs ring; 
But when my dear PEGGY ſings, with better {kill, 
Tue boatman, Tweedſide, or the laſs of the mill, 
*Tis mony times ſweeter and pleaſant to me; 
For tho? they ſing nicely, they cannot like thee, 


reer. 


How eaſy can laſſes trow what they deſire! 
And praiſes ſae kindly increaſes Love's fire: 
Give me {till this pleaſure, my ſtudy ſhall be, 
'To make myſelf better and ſweeter for thee. 


To the tune of Nancy's to the green wood gane. 


J VIII vp, dear laſſie, ye have won, 
And there is nae denying, 
That ſure as light flows frae the ſun, 

. Frae love proceeds complying ; - 
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For a' that we can do or ſay 
Gainſt love, nae thinker heeds us, 
They ken our boſoms lodge the fae 
That by the heartſtrings leads us. 
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To the tune of Leith Ind, 


| JENNY» 


ERE'I aſſur'd you'll conſtant prove, 
Ye ſhow'd nae mair complain; 
The eaſy maid, beſet with love, 
Few words will quickly gain ; 
For I muſt own, now ſince you're free, 
This too fond heart of mine 
Has lang, a black-ſole' true to thee, 
Wiſh'd to be pair'd with thine, 


ROGER. 


I'm happy now, oh! let my head 
Upon thy breaſt recline ; 
The plealure ſtrikes me near hand dead 
Is JENNY then ſae kind! 
O let me briſs thee to my heart, 
And round my arms entwine ; 
Delytfu* thought; we'll never part, 
Come preſs thy mouth to mine. 


Vor I, Cc 
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To the tune of O'er Bagie. | 


XXVEEIL, I agree, ye re ſure of me; 
Next to my father gae; 

| Make him content to give conſent, 

He'll hardly ſay you nay: 


For you have what he wad be at, 
And will commend you weel, 

Since parents auld think love grows cauld, 
Where bairns want milk and meal. 


Shou'd he. deny, I care na by, 
He'd contradict in vain, 

Tho' a' my kin had ſaid and ſworn, 
But thee I will have nane. 


Then never range nor learn to change, 
Like theſe in high degree : 

And if ye prove faithful in love, 
Yowll find nae faut in me. 


a — 


To the tune of Vat ye wha met yeſtreen. 


OW from ruſticity and love, 
Whoſe flames but over lowly burn, 

My gentle ſhepherd muſt be drove, , 

His ſoul muſt take another turn : 
As the rough diamond from the mine, 
In breakings only ſhews his light, 
Till poliſhing has made it ſhine ; | 
Thus learning makes the genius bright. 
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To the tnne of Kirk wad kt me be. 


UTY and part of reaſon, 
Plead ſtrong on the parent's ſide, 

Which love ſuperior calls treaſon ; - 

The ſtrongeſt muſt be obey'd ; 
For now tho' I'm one o' the gentry, 

My conſtancy falſehood repels, 
For change in my heart is no entry, 

Still there my dear PEGGY excells, 
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To the tune of Tweedſide. 


* HEN hope was quite ſunk in deſpair, 
My heart it was going to break; 
My life appear'd worthleſs my care, 
But now I will ſave't for thy ſake. 
Where-c'er my love travels by day, 
Where-ever he lodges by night, 
With me his dear image ſhall ſtay, 
And my foul keep him ever in ſiglit. 


With patience I'll wait the long year, 

And ſtudy the gentleſt charms ; 
Hope time away till thou appear, 

To lock thee for ay in thoſe arms. 
Whilſt thou was a ſhepherd, I priz'd 
No higher degree in this life; 

But now I'll endeavour to riſe 

To. a height is becoming thy wife. 

£5146 Cc2 
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For beauty that's only ſkin- deep, 
Muſt fade like the gowans of Ma y, 
But inwardly rooted will keep 
For ever, without a decay: 
Nor age, nor the changes of life, 
Can quench the fair fire of love; 
If virtue's ingrain'd in the wife, 
And the huſband qave ſenſe to approve; _ 
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To the tune of The buſh aboon Traquair. 


T ſetting day, and riſing morn, 
With ſoul that ſtill ſhall love thee, 
T'll afk of Heaven thy ſafe return, 
With all that can improve thee. 
Til viſit oft the birken buſh, 
Where firſt thou. kindly told me 


sweet tales of love, and hid my bluſh, 


- Whilſt round thou didſt cufold me. 


To all our haunts I will repair, 
By green- wood ſhaw, or fountain, 

Or where the ſummer day I'd ſhare 
With thee, upon yon monntain. 


There will I tell the trees, and flowers, 


From thoughts unfeign'd and tender, 


By vows you're mige, by love is yours. 


A heart which cannot wander. 
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Bonny grey- eyed morn. 


HE bony grey- ey d morn begins to peep, 
And darkneſs flies before the riſing ray, 
The hearty hynd ſtarts from his lazy ſleep, 

To follow healthful labours of the day : 
Without a guilty ſting, to wrinkle his brow, 
The lark and the linnet tend his levee, 

And he joins their concert, driving his plow, 

From toil of grimace and pageantry free. 
While fluſter'd with wine, or madden'd with loſs 

Of half an eſtate, the prey of a main, 

The drunkard.and gameſter tumble and toſs, . 

Wiſhing for calmneſs and lumber in vain ;, 

Be my portion health, and. quietneſs of mind, 

Plac'd at due diſtance from parties and ſtate, 
Where neither ambition, nor avarice blind, 

Reach him who has happineſs link'd to his fate. 


_— 


Sweet ANNIE frae the fea beach came, 


WEET ANN1E frae the ſea-beach came, 
Where Jo cx ſpeeld the veſfels ſide; 
Ah! wha can keep their heart at hame, h 
When Joc xx's toſt aboon the tyde: 
Far aff to diſtant realms he gangs, 
Yet I'll be true as he has been; 
And when ilk laſs about him thrangs, 
He'll think cr AN NIE, his faithful ainz. 
| Cc 3 
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F met our wealthy laird yeſtreen, 
WY? goy'd in hand he tempted me, 
He prais'd my brow, my rolling een, 
And made a brag of what he'd gie: 
What though my Jocky's far awa', . 
Toſt up and down the awſome main, 
I'll keep my heart another day, 
Since Jo cx may return again. 


Nae mair, falſe IAM IE, ſing nae mair, 
And fairly caſt your pipe away; 
My Jock wad be troubled fair, 
To ſee his friend his love betray : 
For a' your ſongs and verſe are vain, 
While Joc Ky 's notes do faithful flow, 
My heart to him ſhell true remain, 
I'll keep it for my conſtant jo. 


Blaw ſaft, ye gales, round Joc x Y's head, 
And gar your waves be calm and {till ;. 
His hameward ſail with breezes ſpeed, 
And dinna @ my p!. a ure fpill : 
What though my Joc x y's far away, 
Yet he will braw. im filler ſhine ; 
I'll keep my heart. anither day, 
Since Jock y may again be mine, 


— cw —_—_—— 


Deil tak the wars. _—_ 


FELL tak.the wars that hurried B11. LV from me, 
| Who to love me juſt had ſworn ; 
They made him captain ſure to undo me: 
Woe's me, he'il n&er return. | 


2 


— 
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A thouſand loons abroad will fight him, 
He from thouſands ne'er will run; 
Day and. night I did invite him, | 

To ſtay at home from ſword and. gun. 


e : I us'd alluring graces, . 
With muckle kind embraces, 
Now ſighing, then crying, tears dropping fall; 
And had he my ſoft arms, 
Preferr'd to war's alarms, 
By love grown mad, without the man of God, 
I fear in my fit I had granted all. 


L waſh'd and patch'd, to make me look proveking ;: 
Snares that they told me would catch the men, 
And on my head a huge commode fat poking, *-© 
Which made me ſhew as tall again; 
For a new gown too. paid rauckle money 
Which with golden flow'rs did ſhine ; 
My love weil might think me gay and honny; . 
No Scots laſs was e'er ſo fine. | 


My petticoat-I ſpotted; 
Fringe too with thread I knotted, 
Lace ſhoes, and ſilk hofe, garter full over knee; 
But oh! the fatal thought, 
To B1LLy theſe are nougbt; 
Who rode to towns, and rifled v'ith dragoons, 
When. he, ſilly loon, might have phinder'd me. 
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ELO RE lo! 


I* a garden ſa-green in a May morning, 

Heard I my lady pleen of paramours, , 
Said ſhe, my love ſo ſweet, come you not yet, not yet, 
Hight you not me to meet amongſt the flowers, 
ELorE!'Evort! ELoRE! ELORE! 
1 love my luſty love, ELORE lo! 


The light up- ſpringeth, the dew down dingeth, 
The ſweet lark ſingeth her hours of prime; 
Phoebus up ſpenteth, joy to reſt wenteth, 

So loft is mine tatents, and gone's the time, 
ELoRE! ELoRE! ELokE! ELORAE! 

I love my fuſty love;,.Euvore lo! 


Danger my dead is, falſe fortune my feed is, 
And languor my lead is, but hope I deſpair, - 
Diſdain my deſire is, ſo ſtrangeneſs my fear is, 
Deceit out of all ware: adieu, I fare. 

ELoREI ELLORE! ELokE! ELOREI 

J love my luſty love, ELO RE lo! 


Then tomy Lady blyth, did. I my preſence kyth: 
Zaying, my bird, be glad; am I not yours? 
| So in my arms too, did I the luſty jo, 
# And kiſſed her times mo, than night hath hours, 
| ELORE! ELokt © ELorg! ELokE ! 
J love my luſty love ELoRE lo! 


Live in hope, lady fair, and repel all deſpair, 
Truſt not that your true love ſhall you. betray, 
When deceit and languor, is banifht from your boxer. 


$COTS SONGS, 30g 


I be your paramour, and ſhall you pleaſe, 
ELOREI ELOREI ELokeE! ELoke! 
J love my luſty love ELokE lo! 


Favour and duty, unto your bright beauty, 

Confirmed hath lawtie obliged to truth ; 

So that your ſoverance, heartilie but variance, 

Mark in your memorance, mercy and ruth, 

ELOREI ELOREI ELokeE ! ELORE! 

I love my luſty love ELORE lo! * 


Yet for your courteſie, baniſh all jealouſie, 

Love for love luſtily, do me reſtore; 

Then with us lovers young, true love ſhall reſt and reign; 
Solace ſhall ſweetly ſing far ever more, | 
ELoreEe! ELorE! ELorE! ELoRE! 

J love my luſty love; ELoxs lo! 


a 
* 


Wo worth the time, &c. 


W worth the time and eke the place, 
That ſhe was to me known; 
For ſince 1-did behold her face, WY” 
My heart was never mine own, mine own jo, mine- 
own, * * | 
My heart was never mine own. 


Sometimes I lived at libertie, 
But now I do not ſo "Gy 

She hath my heart ſo faithfullie, 
That I can love no mo, no mo jo, no mo, 
That I can love no ma. 


— 
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To be refus ia alas l 

All earthly things adieu, 

My miſtreſs ſne is mercileſs, 

And will not on me rue, me rue jo, me rue, 
And will not on me rue. 


Now am I left all comfortleſs, 
And no remeid can crave, 

My pains they are remeadileſs, 
And all the wyte you have, you have jo, you have, 
And all the wyte you have. 


— 


* o 


W. . 5 0 
The flower of Yarrow. 


N ancient times, as ſcngs rehearſe, | 
One charming nymph employed each verſe, 
She reign'd alone without a marrow, 
MARY SCoT the flower of Yarrow. 


Our fathers with ſuch beauty fir d, 
This matchleſs fair in crouds admir' d, 
Though matchleſs then, yet here's her marrow 
MARY ScoT's the flower of Yarrow. 


Whoſe beauty unadorn'd by art, 
With virtue join'd attracts each heart; 
Her negligence itſelf would charm you, 
She ſcarcely knows her power to warm yon, 


For ever ceaſe Italian noiſe ; 
Let every ſtring and every voice, 
Sing Mary SCOT without a marrow, 
Mary SCoT the flower of Yarrow, 
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Ori ginal of Tweedſide. 


JEET Mx GGy and me were acquaint, 3 


| I carried my noddle fu hie, 
Nae lintwhite on all the gay plain, 
Nor goudſpink ſae bonny as ſhe, 


I whiſtled, I pip'd, and I ſaug, 
I woo'd, but I came nae great ſpeed, 
Therefore I maun wander abroad, 

And lay my banes over the Tweed. 


To Mc my love I did tell, 

Saut tears did my paſſion expreſs, 
Alas! for I loo'd her o'er well, 

And the women loo? fic a man leſs, 


Her heart it was frozen and cauld, 

Her pride had my ruin decreed, 
Therefore I will wander abroad, 

And lay my banes far frae the Tweed. 


377 


— 


. Kind Ro BIN looes me. 


OBIN is my only joe, 
Robin has the art to loo?, 
So to his ſuit I mean to bow _ 
Becauſe I ken he looes me. 
Happy happy was the ſhow'r, 
That led me to his birken bow'r, 
Whare firſt of love I fand the pow'r, 
And ken'd that Robin loo'd me. ; 


They ſpeak of napkins, ſpeak of rings 
Speak of gloves and Kkiſfing ſtrings, 
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And name a thouſand bonny things, 
And ca' them ſigns he loes me. 
But I'd prefer a ſinack of Ro B, 
Sporting on the velvet fog, 
To gifts as lang's a plaiden wobb, 
Becauſe I ken he looes me. 


He's tall and ſonſy, frank and free, 
Loo'd by a' and dear to me, 
Wy? him I'd live, wi' him I'd die, 
Becauſe my Ro BIN looes me. 
My titty Mary ſaid to me, 
Our courtſhip but a joke wad be, 
And I, or lang, be made to ſee, 
That RoB1N.did na love me. 


But little kens ſhe what has been, 

Me and my honeſt Ro B between, 

And in his wooing, O ſo keen, 
Kind RoB1N:cis that looes me. 

Then fly ye lazy hours away, 

And haſten on the happy day, 

When join'd our hands 'Meſs ] ox N ſhall ſay, 
And mak him mine that looes me. 


Till then let every chance unite, 
To weigh our love and fix delight, 
And I'll look down on ſuch wi” ſpite, 
Wha doubt that RoB1N looes me. 
O hey RoBI1N quo! ſhe, O hey RoB1N quo? = 
O hey RoB IN quo ſhe, 
Kind RoB1N leoes me. 


END OF VOLUME FIRST. 


